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Around Town. 


The death of Lawrence Barrett, the retire- 
ment of Edwin Booth and other losses the 
stage has recently suffered, have led the news- 
papers to comment on the scarcity of good 
actors, of men who admittedly hold a high 
place in Thespian art. The scarcity of star 
actors is not more noticeable than the 
scarcity of star editors. ‘The qualifications 
for the two places are not unlike, 
The actor, to erichain his audience and 
to move them by his power, must be a man of 
very strong individuality, a close observer of 
nature and a hard student of his art. The 
editor, to have his name go out to the people, 
to have his work quoted and his individuality 
noticed, must aled understand human nature, 
He must be a hard student, an indefatigable 
worker, though “grind” alone is not genius in 
his case; like the poet, he is born, not made. 
Throughout the United States there is a great 
army of actors, some of them exceedingly good 
in their roles and so pleasing to the public that 
their incomes are much greater than the 
average income of the successful editor. We 
hear of these men when they visit us, forget 
them when they go away. How few of the 
editors in America have achieved a continental 
reputation. We have heard of Horace Greeley, 
the younger Bennett—not because of his ability 
but because of his personal excesses, Pulitzer 
of the World is known as a suc- 
cessful publisher, but not as an 
editor. How many people in Can- 
ada or the United States suspect 
Dana of the Sun or Jones of tle 
Times of writing the clever 
things in their respective pay ers ? 
The late Horace Greeley was al- 
most asolitary figure in Ameri- 
can journalism. In Canada we 
had George Brown. Now we 
have whom? Mr, Farrer is no 
doubt the best known because he 
and his work were a part of the 
last political campaign. Then, 
what man is there on the daily 
press of this country, with power 
and individuality, who is influ- 
encing public opinion or doing 
anything noticeable towards 
shaping the policy of either the 
Government or Opposition? We 
have Goldwin Smith and « numa... 
ber of writers for American mag- 
azines, but their reputation is 
extremely limited and their in- 
fluence trivial, Theré probably 
was never greater opportunity 
for star writers than at the pres- 
ent moment, Like actors, the 
country produces but fewof them, 
and when they die the people are 
apt to say we shall never see 
their like again. 
* 
* * 
Party journalism, no doubt, 
does much to rob the editor and 
writer of his power; but the 
truly great man, the man who 
has a strong, well equipped mind, 
clear insight into public affairs 
and a knowledge of men, cannot 
be kept in the background by 
party walls or the shackles of 
commercial interests. It is a 
part of greatness to surmount 
these things, to lead in spite of 
opposition, to enlighten ignor- 
ance and direct the minds which 
at first hear unwillingly. That 
we have no such journalist c 
leader in Canada but proves the 
scarcity of the material, for never 
before were the prizes in jcurnal- 
ism so great or the place 4s 
leader so accessible. The peop’e, 
fortunately, are the jury which 
decides on such a man’s great- 
ness. Were it not so, I very 
much fear that the time will 
never come when the newspapers 
of this country would be willing to admit the 
supremacy of anybody. 
* 


* * 

Mr. Campbell, the Equal Rights representa- 
tive of East Durham in the Local Legislature, 
startled his confreres by moving an address to 
the Imperial Parliament, asking that this 
province should be at liberty to deal 
with our educational question in its en- 
tirety. In other worde, he asks that we be 
given liberty to abolish Separate Schools if we 
so desire. Of course our Catholic friends are 
too well entrenched in the Mowat government 
to permit this motion to pass, but we shall at 
least have an exhibition ofdodgingandoratorical 
bunkum calculated to open our eyes as to who 
is master of the situation in Ontario, Ontario 
and Quebec are the only two provinces which 
are restrained in respect of education, and it 
would seem that the minority in both prov- 
inces should be able totake care of themselves 
instead of being tied together by the tail so 
that they may not bite one another. 


7 * 

It is refreshing to find Mr. D'Alton Me- 
Carthy,who was given an opportunity.to assert 
his present position at the banquet tendered 
him at Collingwood, adhering to his old deter- 
mination to stand up for equal rights and non- 
sectarian, non-racial government. Every- 
one in Canada, except the particular sect and 
race which he has antagonized, watched with 
the keenest interest his campaign and rejoiced 
in his election. They will also follow him in 
his parliamentary career, and no one map, not 
even Sir John himself, will be more conspicu- 
ous than Mr. McCarthy. His is a hard place to 


{ The snerparé. 


TURDAYs VIGH 


Publis 


Co., Proprietors. } 
Adelaide 


treet West, 


|i}, Criticism will be harsh, and commenda- 
tion, by reason of the prevalence of partizan- 
ship, restricted and slow ; but he is patient and 
the end of it ail is not so far off as some may 
imagine. 
* * 

In the death of Alderman Gillespie, Toronto 
has lost one of her most useful citizens, 1n- 
dependence of character, courage and a capa- 
city for public business are not plentiful any- 
where, and in the City Council they are indeed 
rare qualities. Unfortunately, such qualities 
are seldom combined with that pleasing ad- 
dress and insinuating manner which popu- 
larize men. Mediccre and unfaithful men 
must of necessity advance themselves by that 
suave address with which a rugged character 
often disdains to cover itself. When he was 
alive and working hard for the interests of the 
city, it was the habit of many to charge Alder- 
man Gillespie with being arbitrary and incon- 
siderate of the feelings of others. Now that he 
is dead, and we have lost one upon whom we 
relied for watchfulness and zeal; we see how 
trivial were his faults compared with his many 
virtues. The oily blandishments of ward 
politicians and self seekers have gotten too 
many men into the City Council, while ability 
and faithful public service have kept too few 
of those who have been elected to 1t from re- 
tirement either in disgust or before a more 
wily opponent, 


GUESTS OF THE 


There is no compliment which could be paid 
toa public servant greater than the sincere 
feeling that when he leaves us he will be 
missed. How very few men are useful in a 
public capacity to their fellow citizens ; how 
few try to be useful; how few are willing to 
sacrifice their comfort and a portion of time 
from their business to serve thecity? The pre- 
tensions of those who offer themselves are or- 
dinarily so shallow, the service so weak, that 
when a strong, rugged character who has been 
relied upon as a critic, disappears from the 
council, there is a general expression of sor- 
row, and with one voice the public lament and 
say: “‘ This is the end of a useful life.” 


& 
* * 

The banquet given to N. Clarke Wallace, 
M. P. for West York, on Tuesday evening, was 
a rare manifestation of the confidence and 
affection which may exist between a politician 
and his constituents. Mr. Wallace has repre- 
sented West York for thirteen years, being 
barely elected at first; but his majority has 
grown until, in the last contest, it was eight 
hundred and six, thie, too, at a time when the 
tendency of rural constituencies can hardly be 
said to have been in the direction of his party. 
To see Mr. Waliace in the bosom of his political 
family is a pleasure. Quiet-mannered, he 
seems to be in sympathy with every one; yet 
he is a man of strong views, as was shown by 
him standing with the historic Thirteen. His 
life and progress might well be studied by 
young politicians who desire to “get there,” 
or find out how to “ stay there.” Mr. Wailace’s 
ability and conciliatgry methods are a rare 
example of tact and strength, and will doubt- 
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lees before long give him a place in the Do- 
minion government. 
* * 

It is to be regretted that the reorganization 
of our city government,which has been decided 
upon, had not better parentage and the fortune 
of birth under .a brighter star. We have 
almost gotten to believe that no good can come 
out of the Nazareth of our mixers and mud- 
dlers, but possibly deliverance from the evil of 
our times is at hand. At any rate the citizens 
will hail with delight anything whica prom- 
18¢8 & new order of things, and it is not hard to 
feel confident that it requires more ability than 
the present council possesses, to make matters 
any worse by a reorganization than they are at 
present, 

os 

Sir Henry Tyler is having a lively time with 
Sir Charles Tupper and those Grand Trunk 
shareholders who are becoming convinced that 
a change is needed in the management of 
affairs. Englishmen are slow to believe that 
they do not know everything ; it is an axiom 
in this country that the first thing an English- 
man has to learn out here is that it is neces- 
sary for him to learn something. The Grand 
Trunk shareholders must have it pounded into 
their craniums that the head and front of 
their company must be in Canada. When 
they understand railroading as it is done on 
this continent, they will have taken the first 


step towards lifting their great enterprise 
from the secondary place to which it has been 
relegated by the Canadian Pacific. President 
Van Horne is on the ground watching every 
move, able to act promptly and with strength. 
More than half of the advantage he has over his 
great rival is the fact that the Grand Trunk has 
to run “‘ Home” and ask its capitalistic mammy 
and self-sufficient president for permission to 
do what the Canadian head of it should have 
power to do without a moment’s delay. 


* * 

The taking of the present census shows the 
same anomaly as the previous ones, namely, 
that officially no one is recognized asa Cana- 
dian even if his forefathers for three or four 
generations have been born here. Indians 
alone are considered Canadians. Everyone 
else must be English, Irish, Scotch, French or 
son.ething else. Is it not time that Canada 
should produce Canadians and that the name 
of our nationality should be given a place in 
our own census returns? How can the name 
Canadian become respected abroad or loved and 
adopted at home if the government acts upon 
the assumption that there is no such thing. 
It is a disgraceful commentary upon the tact 
that those settling in Canada have not assimi- 
lated and become a national family when this, 
the mother upon whose breast we are 
nourished, cannot legitimatize her offspring 
by giving them her name. When Canadians 
go abroad it is not strange, under such tuition 
as we have had, that they claim to be English- 
men or Scotchmen, Irishmen or Frenchmen, 
instead of proudly asserting themselves as 
Canadians, 


Hi 
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A writer in the Catholic Review now and then 
does me the honor of criticizing at some length 
such chapters of my work as come in conflict 
with his opinions. I cannot complain that his 
rejoinders are tinged with more than half the 
verbal acidity of which he appears capable, but 
I cannot say that I covet the polemic style in 
which he slashes at those with whom he dis- 
agrees. Nor doesit seem to me conducive to 
the amenities of journalism when without 
proof, when, in fact, with all existing proof to 
the contrary, a writer asperses the motives of 
another and, forgetful of written evidence 
extending over many years, alleges the 
absence of a spirit of fair play in 
order to strengthen what at the moment is 
being written. Sixteenth century polemics 
may have permitted, but polite journalism of 
the nineteenth century does not permit the 
use of time-worn phrases and offensive words. 
For instance, and merely with regard to style, 
his reference to Toronto as “the spawning 
ground of religious bigotry,” as a phrase isa 
“back number” which is ordinarily crossed 
out by the blue pencil of the editor of anything 
but a penny dreadful. In the next sentence, 
‘*a blot upon the fair face of Canada anda 
stain upon her noble escutcheon” is so old and 
so sophomorical that it would make the editor 
of a daily newspaper laugh, and the writer of it 
would be almost teased to death by his comrades 
of the reportorial staff, ‘‘ Dastardly” and “ cow- 


KENNEL. 


ardly” in the next sentence, while quite appli- 
cable to the attack of the mob on Archbishop 
Walsh, are not pretty, and my critic must be 
aware that such words are much better suited 
for a political argument inacountry schoolhouse 
than for the columns of a religious paper. The 
phrases I am criticizing were not used with re- 
gard to myself, and I am puzzled to discover 
why, indeed, he has unearthed a number of the 
very unpleasant things of which he writes, ex- 
cept it be to make his article spicy, or to in- 
flame the prejudices of those who are expected 
to read it. 


. 
* 


* 

The selection from my article, which is taken 
as a text, isso fully and fairly quoted that I 
am quite willing to leave ths whole matter in 
the hands of the readers of the Review, while 
at the same time thanking my friend for giving 
so just a statement of my case, in his quotation. 
Had he been more just in his strictures I should 
have made no reply. I also have to thank the 
writer in the Review for quoting what I said 
about Brother Jeffery. It is the first time 
I have had the pleasure of seeing in the 
columns to which I refer, either as an original 
article or a reprinted one, any praise of the life 
and character of a Protestant clergyman. My 


and more generous than Protestantism! Yet 
I must be stigmatized as narrow and bigoted 
because I pointed out that the council of 
@ Protestant city that had honored a 
Catholic priest, might have had a word 
of mourning for the Methodist preacher 
whose sphere was not a narrow one, 
whose reputation was as wide as Canada 
itself, and whose charity was done without a 
question as to creed, True, as this writer 
points out, Brother Jeffery had a wife and child, 
and Father Laurent had neither. Brother Jef- 
fery’s wife for many years was beyond the dark 
river; her love and presence were but a mem- 
ory, and the child a responsibility rather than 
acomfort. I shall not enter into an argument 
as to whether the possession of wife and child 
was not widening rather than narrowing, but 
I cannot accept the assertion of the Review 
that Mr. Jeffery’s life was, as compared with 
Father Laurent’s, 
* As starlight unto sunlight, 
As water unto wine.” 
In what sense could it be? Mr. Jeffery was 
pastor at various times of nearly every Metho- 
dist church in Toronte. His self-sacri- 
fice and charities were universally ad- 
mitted. If summoned to the bed of 
the dying he never refused, nor would 
creed, at the dreadful moment when the spirit 
is struggling to free itself, prevent him from 
administering every possible consolation to the 
sufferer or from burying the cead 
in tke mostc onsecrated ground 
of his church, without questicn. 
Now the Review cannot allege 
that the creed, which they con- 
sider so much wider than that of 
Father Jeffery, would permit the 
giving of consolation to those 
dying outside the pale of their 
church or the burial in their cor- 
secrated ground of unshriven 
dead. Which shows the greater 
breadth in this matter? for we 
must judge a man by his creed as 
well as by his life. Nor is this 
the only unfortunate comparison 
that the writer has made. In 
works ‘of charity the Protes- 
tants of this city, while intoler- 
ant and bigoted in many re- 
spects, I admit, can well af- 
ford to compare their dona- 
tions.to Roman Catholic in- 
stitutions with the donations of 
Roman Catholics to Protestant 
institutions. I feel cure Father 
Jeffery will have no reason, when 
his account is opened at the 
great White Throne, to blush 
when the liberality of any con- 
temporary Catholic clergyman 
either in spiritual service or more 
material things to Protestanis, 
is put in comparison with his giv- 
ings to and ministrations upon 
Roman Catholics. Beautiful lives 
and good deeds lose their purity 
and worth if disputants drag 
them through the false lights of 
unseemly argument. But it 
seems to me that there can be a 
proper rivalry between Roman 
Catholics and Protestants as be- 
tween individuals of the same 
church or those without church 
at all, as to who shall excel in 
doing good and in being good. I 
shall be indeed glad to see the 
time come when doctrinal dis- 
putes between religious bodies 
shall give way to a more noble 
rivalry, and I feel quite sure 
that if the church to which my 
friend of the Review is so ardently 
attached, were less aggiessive in 
secular affairs, I should seldom 
indeed be called up by him for 
rebuke. 
Don. 


Social and Personal. 


**I wish you’d write about hostesses in your 
society column and tell just what a hostess 
ought to be!” is the mild request of an un- 
known enemy. Ah, the perfect hostess, isn't 
she hard to describe? She must have thought 
for everything without worry or wear, she 
must know the nicest people and sort them 
carefully, and gently impel them toward each 
other as her tact and mother wit tell her they 
will be happiest. She must be mistress of her- 
self, not in the old-fashioned catastrophe of 
falling china, but between the Scylla and 
Charybdis of a bad-tempered superfor and an 
unhappy or shy debutante. She must have 
pretty smiles and honeyed words and gentle 
hand-clasps for each and every of her gueste, 
likes she them or likes she them not! She 


| must know when to help and when to let alone 


the affairs of all and sundry. She must glide 
into a corner by the cross old lady, who is 
nothing if not aristocratic, and murmur little 
gureles of gratitude and satisfaction at her 
advent, and she must ejaculate : ‘So sweet of 
you,” as the reigning belle crosses her hospit- 
able threshold. She must remember the par- 
ticular penchant of every one of her own and 


critic says, however: ‘‘ Mr. Jeffery may have | her husband’s male friends, and keep the 
been a good man, and in his narrow sphere as | listening ear and the twinkling eye for the 


a Methodist parson undouvtedly did perform 
many charitable actions.” 
noticing that our broad-minded and Catholic 
friend does not admit that a Protestant is a 
good man, or likely toinherit the kingdom of 
Heaven, 


It would be against the rules of the | 


major’s racy scandal and the grave attentive 


One cannot help | face for the confidences of the newly fledged 


lawyer or parson. She must know enough not 
to interrupt a rubber, and she must have 
supper ready the very moment it is fnished. 
She must know how to play dance music and 


church which he holds to be so much broader to accompanya ballad and a romanza and a 
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TORONTO SATURDAY NIGHT. 
Mes. James Crowther on Bloor streck west, Paris Kid Glove Store 


The Toronto Lawn Tennis Club committee 


Judge Kingsmill, Miss B. Kingsmill, Mr. 
H. Kingsmill, Mr. E. H. Kent, Mr. J. S. 
Keily, Mr. H. V. Knight, Miss Lobb, Dr. 






































































































































































































































































































































































A young lady lost her gloves the night of the 
Grenadiers’ hop and pluckily entered the ball- 
room with bare fingers. 1 wish you could have 
heard the tone in which a dame of the haut-ton 


comic song. She must sing, alto perferably. 
She must wear her plainest gowns lest she 
outshine her company. She must bear all 


1 all things, hope all things and | Lehman, Mr. A. F. Laing, Mr. J. H. Lawrie, 
ae en Mies shat cbaatly which is | Commander and Mrs, Fred Law, Mr. WalterS. | pointed her out to me, Little bare hands has decided to do away altogether with the w 
sat easily provoked. She must know how to | and the Misses Lee, Mr. and Mrs. A. Burdette | might almost as well have been little bare entrance fee of fifteen dollars, and charge only ° ti 
be choice without ostentation, and chic with- | Lee, Mr. G. G. S. Lindsay, Capt. W. Standish | toes! o a yearly subscription of ten. No doubt this . k 
. club, which is especially popular with ladies, al 


Lowe, Mrs, Leahy, Mr. and Mrs. J. W. Lang- 
muir, Miss E. Lawe, Col. and Mrs. V. E, Law 
of India, Mr. and Mrs. D. B. Layton, Mr. and 
Mrs. C. T. Long, Mr, A. F. Matheson, Capt. J. 
Morrow, Mr. D. C. Macarow, Cap‘. Forbes 


Miss Brown of Jarvis street will be the 
hostess of the French Club this evening. In 
the observation contest held in French at Mrs. 
Proctor’s re-union, Miss Brown gained the 
prize. 


will reap great benefit from the change, 


om 
* 
Miss McCaul of Huron street gave a tea last Srrts ° . 
Saturday. Among those present were: The 
Misses Yarker, Dixon and Todd, Miss Small, + UST ARRIVED - 


out effort. She may be original, if she will be 
very careful no one finds it out. She knows 
that, to clear-headed people, nothing is so 
annoying as to find themselves one of an 
admiration party, flattering their entertainer 





as her latest composition in music or fancy- | Michie, Major and Mrs. Mason, Mr. and Mrs. Miss Boulton, Mr. Pa d Mr. 
work or goodies of more substantial sort is R. W. Myles, Mr. George S. Michie, Mr, and Several Toronto paters and maters are ex- — i ciara 4- Bt S d Gl o 
displayed for their praise. She must never Mrs. H. K. Merritt, Mr. J. D. Molson, Mr. and | amining houses at the Island. It issogoodfor| Mr, W. G. Hurst sailed for England on Wed- . wede oves he 
grow weary nor impatient, no matter how | Mrs W. MacCulloch, Mr. J. Herbert Mason, | the little ones in the hot season ! nesday last on the Britannic. ths ait ha haved dial: a 
nee things che t ached todo, Dat meme a gon en oo Miss Clara Smith of Wellesley street gave a . e, 8 7 
always bright, alert, sympathetic, self-forget- the Misses Morphy, Miss Montgomery, Miss 4 : Fei > tanh . Oa Thursday of last week Mrs. Thomas Hurst Mosquitaire Swede Gloves 8 
ting. Ah,do you know her? Then fall down | Milligan, Miss McInnes, Capt. and Mrs. J. A. | Very P easant party on : riday of last week. of Seaton street gave an At Home. Music and | ee st 
and worship her, for she is almost too good for | Murray, Mr. and Mrs. Machray of Ottawa, Cesk ine Madneteiie Batttins: Gen dancing made up the programme of a most en- | Pearl Grey, Heliotrope, Butteroup and New Mode shades. w! 
eens ve Mites Dieertah, Miny-Dheee, Sams. ee Sere rue Jarvis, que s’est reunie, il y a jeudi huit Joyable evening. cl ; br 
é — = ee plang ag - jours, la joyeuse societe des Hiboux, inutilede| Mrs. Edwin W. Lyman of Avenue road gave GLACE GLOVES, for Ladies and Misses a 
The Grenadiers’ Assembly, Thursday of last lien i Meckeuste, Mr ‘D’ ‘Arey MacMah ne dire qu'on s'est beaucoup amuse. Les conver- | a most enjoyable progressive euchre party on emmmnnen fr 
week, was the most successful and enjoyable Mr, and Mrs. J. Bruce Macdonald, Sir David sations etaient des plus animees, et la salon | Tuesday evening. Among those present were Special Lines in Gentlemen's Gloves at 
of the three dances given by our gallant de-| |’) 8s Maoherson. Capt. J. B. McLean, | #V#itcompletement I’aspect d'un salon francais. | Mr. and Mrs. Storm, Dr, and Mrs. Acheson, the ye 
- y P egy he eye ’!| M. Hill a fort bien recite des morceaux de | Misses Fraser, Wood; Ashworth, Esten, Gibson, for Riding and Walking au 


fenders during the past season. The floor was 
perfect—too perfect, I heard one or two coim- 
plain, but I found it just right. The crowd 
was not too great; the spacious and comfort- 
able refreshment rooms upstairs were the most 


Mr. J. Drummond McKay, Mr. A. C. and the 
Misses Macdonell, Mr. and Mrs, Dalton and 
Miss McCarthy, Mr. and Mrs. C. McCuaig, Mr. 
J. D, MacLennan, Capt. and Mrs. MacDougall, 
Miss McLeod of Georgetown, Miss McKay of 


Lafontaine et les dilettantes ont eu aussi leur | Hall, Maud Hillary, Bentley and Messrs, Ash- —-_ 

part de gateau sons forme d'une ravissante | worth, Wood, Downes, Robartson and Miller, ? an 

romance detaillee avec le gout qui est particu- ™ 

lier a Mile Reynolds. Nous avons remarque| Mr. Wm. Meredith, M.P.P. and family have " 
taken passage for Europe. - e e we 


les personnes suivantes. Mesdames Proctor, 








pleasant that could be imagined, and every- 

one, from the small drummer boy who scared nothin on ss ilies tsitee, Graham, MacDonald, Savigney, Steiner, Hamil-| 4, , Gickaieinih us ae op 
you out of ayear’s growth with his sudden | | Meck ‘ N es - ’! ton, Denison, Miles, Ellis, Brown, Wilson, woe mith, late of Stratford, has 11 and 13 King St. East. To ae 
rat-tat on the landing, reminding the truant - a ames aie ae oe Graham, Hamilton, Langlois, Martin, M. M. | Te2%ed Derwent Lodge oe S yeas, et g St » Toronto at 
conscience of the waiting partner downstairs, : . ' ee Rowan, Catto, Meyer, Bourlier, Dr. Smith , ‘ 

; I . . lle Merritt, Mr. F. M. . : » ee , ’ Mrs. F. Mackel wa 
thon nd moat ealod aterm hi | MOY. Me Mander Mert, NT. M | amml,Dsbiny,Fodemel, Cottle | gt teres te he aden : 
bob-tail and gold buttons, seemed in the spirit ee a ae ro rs Taompson. ents at their 
of happiness. There were pretty gowns and son, Mc. P. S. Maule. Mr. R. Matthews, Mr. Pp é public debate last Friday evening, was so much to 
lovely women by the dozen. A little bird (in a 2s ee sg . oh L, S. ae ge a Mrs. Crowther's amateur theatricals came off eee tae i ae that it was decided a 
shell jasket) pointed out two or three to me as | 9° A. I c _ , oe c oe ‘ ae _ with great eclat last week. The play, entitied Sere rs. } - elcan with a souvenir of oa 
real Parisian creations. I noticed for myself Albert Nordhe _ r. — To . 7 eville, The Coming Woman, proved most attractive | that vetoes ones on, in the shape of a hand- ote 
the gauzy gray-green one, with velvet spots as Mr. and ee oe eae 7 = i oi in the clever hands of the ladies and gentlemen nig a et engraved with a suitable inscrip- a 
large as quarters; and the dainty pink dame, in me ¢ : rem — = _ . r. | who filled the different parte, a on. errs was made by the presi- aaa 
pink to her slipper tips, with a pinkness that | 9"¢ "TS. ©. and alss Peart en we Saas . ent, on behalf of the society, on Saturday, on 
came from the heart of a rose; and one of Miss O'Connor, Dr. and Mrs. O'Sullivan, Col., I looked in for an hour at the Pavilionon| which occasion considerable complimentary ort 
white with a peasant belt of gold passemen- Mrs. and Miss Otter, Mr. John Osborne, Mr. J. | Wednesday evening to see the Ladies’ Drill | language was indulged in on both sides, by 
terie, and another with a sort of bodice of pale | MPA" Oe ten, Mr HL. V. Payne, Me, | AvgU cine, Fadetines kr Ue goodly anverh whe | tr WEL Whale of Ciiboajo, tide lounge 7 
pink bands, that looked very trim and smart, | (1. Mi i we il. a Mi Cath ree alled th P ilion, th J tty in S aan the Bond street Congre ational church choi to] 
There was more color in the gowns than has Charles, Miss elen H. and Miss Catherine filled the Pavilion, the pretty c urch replen- . siete 2 Breg choir 
obtained of late, when white has been the rule Pope, Miss Proudfoot, Miss Nellie Par- | ished its depleted treasury by a large amount. ere, is in the city on a visit to her sister-in- she 
ere with the reddy’ jackets of the heroes a sons, Dr. and Mrs. R. A. Pyne, Miss| St. Augustine's has my hearty sympathy. | law, Mrs. F. D. Manchee of Glen road, left 
Batoche, and the white braid of the Body Price, Miss, A. a Miss M. Par- Seca does, under burden of a heavy i coh aw D Gesa atiisdibiaiits tain . pe 

: , | sons, Mr. an Mes, ndrew Patullo of | debt and among a rather poor congregation, ’ a ee ; : wis 
Guard and the neat uniform of the Queen’s Woodstock, Mies Palmer, Mise Patullo, | itisdoings long day’s dat, oat wo the | following gentlemen to dinner on Monday Some people have got the idea that bs- wol 
Own, all made a ee and ee Mr. J. Grant Ridout, Mr. and Mrs, R. P.| concert was financially a grand success. The evening: Mr. J. B. Hunseker of Buffalo, cau3ze the New Scale Dominion Piano wo! 
auats iaee cs eth _ dita wat ‘the Rutherford, Mr. E. C. and Miss Ratherford, | ‘‘soldier girls” looked very sweet in their | C@Pt- Martia of Rochester, Mr. S. S. Spaulding | is such a beautitul toned instrument it is ing 
tl aa the hanes was burning, bat Mr. J. F. G. Reed, Mr. C.C. Ross, Mr. Norman | scarlet and white uniforms and there was no and Mr. Harry Hamlin of Buffalo, Mr. W. | necessarily high in price. No such thing. are. 
people are hard to distract from their amuse. | 208s, Mr. R. Routh, Mr. R. A. Robinson, Mr. | sign of want of practice in their pretty drill See as - -— a ae ae Warren of | |t is because the Piano ‘is so reasonable in : 
ment when it fe so tempting as we found it, _ a ee wg = an Surgeon and _ — I — —_ eee with little | ©0802 ane ac. & “hina of Pailadelphia. | price, considering its wonderful tone quali- one 
and- a few reassuring words set us happily | rs. Ryerson, . tephen an Miss Richards, “4 c ee re sw se and could not| neo fourth National Evening of the National ties, its beauty of design and finish, that so free 
awaltz again Miss and Miss S. Rutherford, Miss S. Richards, | help admiring her graceful manipulation of | Gj4} will be on Tuesday April 21. Presid many are sold. Tims and again people tell hi 
° : Y; . ent 8 
° Miss and Miss Agnes Rose, Mrs. Hugh and | the very unwieldly looking weapons. It F. Barlow Cumberland will be in the chair, | ¥8 that they hear no other piano of any make : whi 
The invited guests were as follows: Miss | Miss Ryan, Miss Rae, Mr. George F. Sproule, seemed the perfection of exercise. A little | ..4 Hon. James Young will speak on Canadian | with such a liquid singing tone as our New ons 
Armstrong, Mr. and Mrs, Douglas Armour, Mr. W. A. Smith, Mr. J. W. Saunders, Mr. S. | bird told me that if I waited I should have a Nationality; a Glance at the Present’ and | Scale Pianos possess. If you are at all in- two 
Mr. and Mrs. H. D. P. Armstrong, Mr. and | Small, Major Starke, Mr. I. I. Stuart, Mr. W. A. | dance, but his twittering was in vain. Fatare. terested in pianos call ‘on us it only through crie 
ee ee eras ae eae tne 4 itr Bloons, Bd fe = aa ae Mrs. Cameron’s tea e Tuesda ll curiosity : " whi 
Mrs. George, Miss and Miss Elma Arthurs, | Capt. and Mrs. Sloan, Mr. R. K. Sproule, Hon. . y _was well! Osooode Legal : : . . = 
Mr. and Mrs. W. H. and the Misses Beatty, | Frank and Miss Smith, Mr, J. T. Small, Dr. ee aes of her eee eee the 00 galand Literary Society. DOMINION PIANO AND ORGAN CO. a 
ownpour of rain to accept her delightful hos- The last public debate for this season took Werercome—OS King Street West con 


and Mrs, R. Snelling, Dr. Spilsbury, Mr. G, A. 
Stimson, Mr. Andrew Scott, Mr. and Mrs. G. 
B. Smith, M.P.P., Mr. Charles, Miss and Miss 
Lillie Swab2y, Miss Strange, Miss Carrie 
Smith, Mrs. Simpson, Miss Spratt, Major and 
Mrs. Sankey, Mrs. L. and Miss Seymour, Mr. 





Miss Beaumont, Mr. and Mrs. Hume Blake, 
Mr. A. O. Beardmore of Acton, Mr. H. J., Miss 
and Miss M. L. Bethune, Mr. George W. 
Beardmore, Mr. A. C. F. Boulton, Capt. H. 
Brock, Mr. and Mrs. Edmund Bristol, Mr. and 


pitality. Some choice music was added to the 
usual feast of good things. I noticed among 
the pleasant group: Mrs. and Miss Bruce of 
Hamilton, Mr. and Miss O'Brien, Misses 
Jarvis, Small, Tully, Gildersleeve, Mrs. Bar- 


place Friday evening of last week and was the 
most successful ever held under our auspices. HOUSEKEEP ERS 1! 
Convocation hall was filled to overflowing, so nan 


much so that a number of ladies were unfor- Polish Your Furniture _ 


tunately obliged to stand during the whole of 





Mrs. J. W. and Miss Bain, Capt. G. H. C. . ick, Mrs. C th 4 Mire, Meod 
Brooke, Mr. and — bag oe Mr, adie whe pte Bg — ay E, ee onald. the proceedings. A notabie feature of the WITH thei 
and Mrs. W. H. Brouse, Miss Rudyerd and » dirs. A. » Miss Small, Miss occasion was the number of handsome yo 
Miss R. Boulton, Mr. A. and Miss Bolte, Mrs, | #24 Miss Hilda Sherwood of Ottawa, Miss ie —, — pre neni = aes men in attendance, and one young lady wae House kee pe rs a 
M. Boulton, Miss Barker, Mr. and Mrs, Charles | Strickland, Mr. and Mrs, J. C. Smith, Mr. G, Alle nd St. Peter’s church, on W a d * | overheard remarking ‘‘ that it was an indis- - “nae . the 
Barton, Miss Bunting, Mise Grace and Miss | Thorburn, Capt. C. V. M. Temple, Capt. Tassie, | jt” ‘the bridesmaids, ‘Mines Manx, | putable fact that the legal profession had a Brilliantine W 
Amy Boulton, Miss E. Benson, Miss Brookes, | Capt. Trotter, Mr. and Mrs. G. W. Torrance, Seueek nat Tein taal Aces d th aaa greater number of cruel mashers in its ranks i stra 
Miss Brotherhood, Mr. A. L. Branchaud, Miss | Mr. M. F., Miss and Miss Leila Taylor, Miss C.| 94) font and Seniee ~cili : sal | : “te than any other (and, by the way, she ought to ee ee had 
Mabel Bell, Mrs. Bain, Mr. and Mrs. Barn- V. M. Temple, Miss Trotter, Mr. and Mrs. nydeinieie and Iilies es oe dae he bé-Secke: tales), Tie ‘ehaie-eks tale Free Samples. Regular Size, 25c. : eort 
ham, Mr. F. W. Broughall, Mr. W. C. = oo = — aoe yt odorous with their perfume It was a very | Shortiy after eight o'clock by Hon. Mr. Justice TO BE HAD AT not 
Brough, Mr. F. Beardmore, Mr. R. B. Beau-| Mr. ©. 4. temple, iss Troop of Lon- . Wh . Falconbridge, one of the most popul 1 i 
pretty wedding: Miss Mason looked partica- . oe ewe , ailm 
ae. oe ~<a ee oats gh coyeed - ae ee — a a larly well in white brocade and bengabine train, > - of ee eee “3 we Ontario MeARTHUR S DRUG STORE sels, 
Beatty, Mr. W. A. Bog, Mr. C. Benedict, | Temple, Dr. Temple, Mr. G. H. Umphrey, | 200 cia ahead : a Ga teen *| address, ater which glee was swan. Oe an ce eee are comer or 
Mrs. Vansittart, Major V . S. Van- , 7 ‘ THE TORONTO ART GALLERY WITH 
Mr, Herman Boulton, Mr. H. M. Boddy, Mr. ee — — oa > = 0 afterwards, Mr. and Mrs, Alley received the | °tette of the Glee Club in excellent style. The ‘THE TORONTO ART GALLERY, WITH our 
Arthur Bell of New York, Mr. Stephen Baldwin, Ses a » Mr. and Mre. | -ongratulations of their friends, surrounded | 2°Xt number on the programme was a comic dressing and smoking rooms, is avail- abot 
Miss Clarke, Mr. H. E. C. Carry, Dr. E. P. . Vankoughnet, Mr. George Vankoughnet, by most artistically grouped masses of flowers recitation by Mr. H. W. Steward, Hyde and | able for “ Private Balls,” ‘“‘ At Homes,” “ Re- I dol 
Cowan, Mr. Vaux. Chadwick, Dr. Cane, Mr, | Mr. and Mre. H. M. Watson of Georgetown, and palms. The wedding breakfast followed Morgan, and was thoroughly enjoyed. The ceptions.” Rent—Afternoons, $20; even- pose 
and Mrs. W. C. Crowther, Mr. J. B. Clarke, | Mr. and Mrs. John Wright, Mr. and Mrs. | j) + Snailien: tania of die debate on— Resolved, that the doctrines of | (NS%, $35. Apply GEO. C. DOWNES, at sym 
Mr. and Mrs. James Crowther, Mr. C.J. Camp- | David Walker and Miss Walker, Hon. R. M. eee See eam ak manner a — Bellamy, as laid down in Looking Backward pir she 
Wells, Mr. D. R. and Miss Wilkie, Mr. Edmund ; bsg ” i 
a * Se = ee A aster and Miss and Miss Constance ican Mr. N., making, ant Was eiyvee Aes vo ob ate rg a on. tak = age , cm . Lome Sheena” opnemene eae 
tn then ae eieeamee nos jan Mise and Miss Ethel Weatherson, Mr. Harry erous guests. Mr. and Mrs. Alley will, on a Sp iccatell coe ae a —— oe — topi 
Cockburn, Mr. and Mrs. A. M. Cosby, Mr. | Wyatt, Miss Wallis, Miss Adelaide Wads- ak Ga ‘than? Maas a = = reed they sake staan team and apelied aa of U N R D po 
[ ~ Mr th, Mr. C. M. Wilson, Mr. 4 , iends may another de a ratt 
mane. gee — 4 Cawthra, Mr. 2 Sree aa on oe Walker, pleasant meeting place and charming hostess Bellamy’s ideas to our present social system ss. LINE bett 
= coe a & = : ine — ee -. eae . to their list. Among the many handsome — marked efiect upon the audience. Mr. fash 
E. W. Cox Mr "Sanaa Cocke ‘ur. F c. With this charming dance the season of | 2°78 One sees at such a wedding, perhaps the the = the ee eer F O R E U RO P E a 
pot % ai ae = dak a + ea Cale ‘| 9091 has probably closed, and ere long many most elegant was a costume of fawn, with e —. ee upheld it well. The former's : sterl 
oe ee oe ypoondins - Aa 3 of the fairest buds and blossoms will be across | 8T¢em velvet and embroidery. A few of the wee = ed with classical allusions and 8.8. AURANIA, APRIL 25 : Toa 
Dickson, Col Fred C. and Mrs. Denison Lieut.- | “he Peer pam far the Mesenee see eagieny om a1 Py of oo" ure Vand ee present pa arene sie i mg chi ri W. A. GEDDES . s Agent : (the 
wee renee : : aa 1 oe their lists, and ontreal, Prof. and Mrs. Vandersmissen, Mr., : Pan PETEN ARBOR, BAC BOC De- (the; 
ing up their lists, and among the names are fore realized the prodigious lengths of words 6O Yonge Street, Toronto f muc 


Mrs. and Miss Monck, Dr. and Mrs. Burritt, 
Mrs. and Miss McLean Howard, Mr. C. Dalton, 
Mr, Wyld, Mrs. Macdonald, and Mrs, Irving 





Col. and Miss Dawson, Mr. and Mrs, E. H. 
Daggan, Capt. and Mrs. Drayton, Mr. and Mrs. 
George Dunstan, Mr. Frank Darling, Mr. 


many well known Torontonians, 
7 


to which a law-studentcan go if thoroughly p ideas 
A cablegram on Sunday evening announced aroused. Mr. Swenson, although more moder- VV I N i Ke IR with 
ten 


ate in his etymology, has a forcible style and 









































a Dixon of London, Mr. A. Dixon, | the safe arrival of Mrs. J. Enoch Thompson | Cameron. 
iss and Miss Katie Dixon, Mrs. Dickson, | ang family in England. e spoke very much «o the point. Although no TOURS OF EVERY VARIETY hear 
Miss Dunn, Mr, H. A. Drummond, Miss L. * Mrs, Judge Burton gave a tea on Wednesday | decision was arrived at it was generally con- TRANSATLA NTIC plea 
ee ge gg Capt. G. P. Eliot, I went to Osgoode Hall on Friday evening of | ®fternoon. - ceded that the arguments of the affirmative Low RATES New En Por 
r. A. K. Evans, Mr. F. D. B. Evans, Major | last week to hear the budding barristers debate ies’ i : were, if anything, the mor rs 3 
and Mrs. Ellis, Miss Evans, Miss Ellis, Mr. and | on Eiward Bellamy’s Social System. It was ee’ wer: see: the point ; still, po srl e eaneewdty has BARLOW CUMBERLAND in ti 
Mrs. W. Lionel Eliot of London, Mr. George E. | awfully funny, and had I not been creditably The Yacht Club launch Esperanza will start | he speakers on the negative for the deep re- Gen. 5.8..c0d B.R. Agt., 19 Senge Sérect, Terento bicy 
Evans, Mr. and Mrs. John and Miss Teresa | informed to the contrary, I should have fancied | her daily trips on May 1. It is to be hoped that | 8¢@rch which must have been necessary in re- N G LLOYD gS SS LI NE intel 
Foy, Mr. and Mrs, J. J. Foy, Mr. and Mrs. | that none of these young men had really read | the club, as of yore, will throw open its Island | 8Urrecting some of the expressions and ideas si E a light 
Charles E, Fleming, Mr. and Mrs. Augustine | Looking Backward. The result of their efforts | grounds to ladies and their escorts for tea and | ¥Sed in their speeches. Mrs. Caldwell, owing Cen ee ee eee hapI 
: Foy, Judge Finkle of Woodstock, Miss Kate | was a draw, and the chairman broke it to them | tennis during the summer months. to indisposition, was not able to be present, | Patronized by those who desire comfort ton's 
5 and Miss Hattie Fraser, Mrs. and Miss M. | gently. The octetce sang twice—I didn’t find * but at the last moment Mrs, F. Mackelcan very with excellence Shal 
a Fuller, Miss Falkiner. Miss Fraser, Lieut.-Col. | out what—I am not going to say how. Thena| ©2 Wednesday evening last Mrs, Albert | kindly consented to sing for us, Comment on | _,immediate application is absolutely necessary in order to scen 
i and Mrs. Grasett, Mr. F. Gray, Mr. and Mrs, | gentleman with a great deal of facial gesture Nordheimer entertained her friends at her| my part would be presumptuous as well as un- = oo elf SebSeens sat West-hennd  geamges with 
, A. E. Gooderham, Miss Josie and Miss Maggie | recited a legal episode, and all the while the | residence, Kenmore, on Bloor street. Few | Decessary. Suffice it to say that the lady re- r BARLOW CUMBERLAND road 
Fe Gooderham, Capt. H. V. and Mrs. Green, Miss | delightful‘chairman kept putting off the songs | dances have been appreciated more. Good sock bs Genter hnerecesene an oirare vousn- ” eae iiss Toronto, pyre 
ib Gilmore, Miss Mabel Gildersleeve, Capt. A. | by Mrs. Caldwell and assuring us we should | ™usic, a perfect floor and cosy sitting-out cor- | ticularly warm atonal ta tale toate ‘he Tan 
! Cecil and Mrs. Gibson, Miss Gimson, Dr. F. M.| see her later. We did not, however, for the | 2s combined to ensure the evening’s success, | Wife of the popular bencher. The Reenent The Dear Girls. : fair | 
y Grasett. Mr. P. C. Goldingham, Major Harri-| smiling little lady was seriously indisposed, | A4™ong the many present were noticed Mr, Orchestra helped the programme with its Maud—Oh, I’m invited to the W: F : 
' ee ‘ music and afterwards played f. ~* - ay © Wayups' ball ; — 
i son, Mr. S. A. Heward, Mr. and Mrs. E. Heaton, | and we, knowing it, were wickedly wondering | #94 Mrs. McCullough, Mr. and Mrer. Van-| an impromptu aflair otten oF ibe dance, | but Idon't know what in the world to wear. steet 
e Dr. J. B. and Mrs. Hall, Mr. J. C. Hopkins, | what would be the chairman’s final postpone- | koughnet, Dr. and Mrs, O'Reilly, Mr. and Miss | the moment, but to ee toes comeaitaee ae vould you weer if yon :hed. my com- my 
Fi Capt. D. M. Howard, Mr. and Mrs. C, Edin | ment, when late, hurried, flashed and laugh.| Wilkie, Mr. and Mrs, Crowther, the Misses | being unexpected. Lex. Witla thick veil.— Boston Couri cran 
. Howard, Capt. J. D. day, Miss G. Hugel, Mr., | ing in our faces came a winsome substitute, | Dixon, Todd, Yarker, and S symour, Miss | seem come: Yee had | 
; Mrs. R. A. and Miss Hoskin, Miss Mabel Har- | and we had the pleasure of listening to that | Small, Miss Dawson, Miss Campbell, Miss ; aan scrib 
: ris, Mrs, and Miss Eva Houseman, Mr. P.| mellow contralto voice which we so grudge to | Strange, the Misses Boulton, Mrs. Harcourt | goes 
and Miss Hodgins, Miss Edith Hannaford, Mr. | our little sister, Hamilton, Mrs. Mackelcan | Vernon, Capt. and Mrs. Macdougall, Col. Ot- BS BES BS Bs Was is va Us \ 
G. 8. Hart, Miss Bertha Hubbel, Mr. A. MclI.. | was almost tired out after singing nearly ajl| ter, Mr. Small, Messrs, Grier, Goldingham, :, ERS “I 
and Miss Howard, Mr. and Mrs, C. E. Holmes, | day, but Angus McDonald's sweetheart told her | Dickson, Pauw, Shanly, Stimson, Gordon Jones, 44 ON ABLE NOTE PAP trie 
Mr. G. S. Hart, Mr. A. Hoskins, Mr. C. H. A. | story, and a cute little encore warned against | Harry Gamble, Alfred Jones, J. Hay, Waiter FAS ——_-——_— the « 
Hay, Mr. L. A. Holt, Mr. C. Hamilton, Mr. R. | procrastination, and later Mrs. Mackelcan de. | Griffin, ete. ANTIQUE TAFFETA CHECK and 
Hargreave, Mr, R. Heyburn, Mr. Haas, Mr. | lighted us with a new bit of melody, short Mr. and Mrs. I aa i af Call d Azure. Envelopes try 
W. J. Hendrie, jr., of Hamilton, Mr. and Mrs. | and sweet. And there was a little dance after- pares sd a T naib * ane aA = t amntly Bie eS), Silvir, Gray, Rose, Hetle A# faste 
W. Ince, jr., Mr. J; Gordon Jones, Mr. E. C. | wards, in which I hopped merrily round on of ae ae i ' ed ia a werites Bnd. j een OST FREE neck 
Jones, Miss Jones, Miss Jones, Mr. S. A. Jones, | the sandy floor, such # contrast to the night | ¥ 11) te . oe of - re eae vigor ng ass SAMPLE PAOEK AGE 500. F ED -_ 
Mr. J. S. King, Capt. and Mrs. Kingsmill, | before. Altogether, the evening was a funny -~ eer ne eee a TS AND MONOGRAMS EMBOSS ear t 
Assistant Surgeon and Mrs. and Miss King, | little success, and the immense crowd seemed a ° mg CRES ee : T ronto i br: 
Mr. and Mrs. M. Kertland, Miss Kingsmill, | quite to enjoy it. But I am cross with the| Miss Schrieber of Ottawa is the guest of Mrs. es J AMES BAIN & SON Society Stationers, 10 tired 
Mr, Frank and Miss E. and Miss M. A. King, | ladies for not voting better for the good time| Harcourt Vernon at her house on Spadina ey ; ed Sa minw 
Mr. and Mrs, J. K, Kerr, Miss G, Kingsmill, | coming in the Bellamy millennium. road. . a ee eo aa is Hi I to a 
weal 
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Boudoir Gossip. 


There are two kinds of women in the world 
who demand a good deal of hating—the inquisi- 
tive woman and the detracting woman. You 
know the first kind. She just merely asks, 
and only wants to know, and unless you're a 
mistrees of tact and self-control she worms 
things out of you or makes you rude and 
abrupt in your refusal to tell her. She is the 
kind of creature you can’t quarrel with, for she 
is almost always good-natured and apologetic 
and forgiving, and you have to hit her very 
hard indeed before you can make her feel 
enough to get angry with you. She comes to 
call on you very early in the afcernoon, because 
she needs a tete-a-tete to develop her peculiar 
style of torture, and she nails you to the rack 
with persistent inquiries about your handsome 
brother’s matrimonial intentions, spiced with 
remarks about his proverbial fickleness, and 
she asks your opinion about various mutual 
friends, and she sometimes gives you yourself 
a catechising as to what rent you pay and who 
your dressmaker is, and you wiggle, and rage, 
aud parry, and fib, and finally, if you are as 
peppery as I, you say something very decided, 


and your torment is ended. 
+ 


Then comes the detractor—and she is almost 
worse than her fellow-plague. When you 
speak in terms of warm admiration of some 
sweet debutante, she says so gently and 
mildly, ‘* Yes, she is pretty. At school we al- 
ways called her the Sleeping Beauty, she was 
so dull, Actually, at graduating time, she had 
to pretend to be ill and avoid the exams. She 
really knows nothing!” Or when you praise 
the grace and exprit of some other, she sighs 
and remarks, ‘‘ Isn't it just wonderful? Those 
girls are a perpetual surprise tome. How did 
they ever shake themselves clear of their 
ancestors ?—people in the rag and bottle line, 
or something like it!” or when madame floats 














































TORONTO SATURDAY NIGHT, 


ASK ANY QUESTION 


Here is the latest from the enfant terrible. 
An elderly lady, who aims to preserve her 
youth and who is still unwed, was closely 
eyed by the small boy at a party the other 
evening, Finally he edged up to her and in- 
quired, ‘Say, are you Noah’s wife?” ‘No, 
my dear boy. Why do you ask?” ‘’Cos Pa 


said you came out of the Ark |” Curtain. 
. 


What makes a successful party, and why is 
it that after some evenings we go home weary, 
bored, dissatisfied, we don’t know why, and 
from other houses we come exhilarated, chat- 
tering, laughing at nothing, full of good wishes 
to all mankind? Looking back upon a season’s 
outing, one can smile yet over the good times 
and shrug ones shoulders over the stupid ones. 
I have been introduced when I didn’t want to 
be, and left out in the cold of formality when I 
wanted ever so much to try the mettle of some 
I have sat still when I 
wanted to dance, played cards when I wanted 
to talk, talked when I wanted to listen, danced 
when I longed for the cosy corner and the in- 
telligent or amusing or gossipy partner, and 
here and there, amid all this criss-crass and 
aggravation, I have had some what our Yankee 
Who shall 
give the reason for this thusness? And as for 
the ingredients necessary to the making of the 
aforesaid elegance, who shall give them names? 
Is it the hostess who provides your amusement 
beforehand, or the hostess who inspires it as 
she goes, or the hostess who doesn’t trouble 
herself to amuse you at all? Is it the people 
you meet, or the clothes you wear, or the con- 
versation or the supper? No! In my memory 


promising steel. 


neighbors call ‘‘elegant times,” 


rise the most absurd contradictions of all four. 
I have been let alone, and chased round to 
amuse myself, have worn a shabby old gown, 
and enjoyed myself in a hearty way quite un- 
befitting my years and experience, and finally 


—I give up the conundrum, 
* 


















Among the many reminiscences which flock 
from the dark ways of long ago, when I set 
ajar the doors of memory land, comes one this 
week as I read of the death of the greatest 
humbug and the most successful showman on 
earth, P.T. Barnum. Close to Fifth avenue, 
in busy New York, was, some twenty-eight 
years ago, a covered wagon way where three 
small girls were skipping. People made a 
short cut of it sometimes and stopped for the 
moment the children’s play, and spoiled many 
a lovely skip when the skipper was breath- 
lessly trying to ‘‘goa hundred.” After two or 


by in the waltz, with beauty and symmetry 
and smiles, your crow caws, with a sneer, 
‘There ts a married woman who never seems 
to have enough attention. It’s a good thing 
she has money. If she were poor!” and having 
left her baleful trail over that sweet presence 
she mercifully takes herself away. I sometimes 
wish one dared seize upon these two types of 
womankind and compel them, with strong 
words and strong similes and strong shak- 
ings, to see just how mean and dangerous they 
are. 















S. W. Cor. Yonge and Queen 


[ts now that women think of new 

underwear; the season’s on. Later, 
other matters of shopping will be in 
their thoughts. It’s a Night Dress, 
perhaps. What do you think of one 
for 40 cents? It knocks you a little 
silly we know. Material is good, 
sewing you can rely on, finish tasty, 
even to a lace-and-tuck front Sup- 
pose you bought the material and 
brought a seamstress into the house. 
You know the cost. 


We don’t stop at 4ocents. There's 
no goods too nice in ladies’ under- 
wear that you'll not find with us. 
The department is one of the most 
prominent in the store, and its success is due 
to the care that we've always given to the 
workmanship of every garment. High water 
mark is required in every article. Coupled to 
this is the price. Underwear has been one of 
those lines where you're supposed to pay 
rather tbrough the nose for anything bought 
With this store the underwear stands on the 
small margin of profit that marks the most 
staple line in the house. 





Taking a run over a line here and there, we 
may tell you of drawers at 25c and chemises 
for 20c. Ladies’ white skirts, with deep hem, 
that 35c. will buy. Wonderful, yet true, pure 
all-linen aprons, finished in Torchon lace, 20c. 


R. SIMPSON 
S. W. Cor. Yonge and Queen Sts., Toronto 
Store Nos. 174, 176, 178, Yonge Street, and 1 and 3 Queen 


Street West. 


You please—quantity 





of goods, high stand- 


ard qualities, medium priced grades or low- 
priced, and the answer is the same: No 


rubber store has more to see or-better. 


We 


make to order Mackintoshes for ladies and 
gentlemen, do all manner of repairing and 
show a good all-round knowledge of the 


business. The store 


is for you whenever 


youre in need of anything in rubber, and 
no question but that you'll endorse our 


efforts. 


We stand “second to none” to-day. 


GOODYEAR RUBBER STORE 


12 King Street West 








JAMES HARRIS & CO. 


99 Yonge St., Toronto 
SPRING OPENING OF HATS 


We have just received our large stock of Spring Hats in all the 
fashionable shapes and shades, comprising all the celebrated English and 
American makers---Woodson, Battersby, Woodrows and William Carrick 


& Sons latest London Hats. 


SOLE AGENTS FOR 


Edward Miller's Celebrated New York Hats 


Styles correct, in Silk and Felt 





° . 
I made a little child-friend angry with me 
one day lately, and I must tell you how he 
freed his mind. It was so cute of him. After 


three of these provoking interruptions the 
small girls decided to bar the passage for the 
next comer. He came, walking briskly, with 






Babies and Children 





his snubbing he betook himself to the window, 
where an ornamental gilded hook holds back 
the lace draperies, He whirled the hook round 
two or three times, then bending towards it he 
cried, *‘Hell-llo—are you there?” Silence 
while he received an imaginary reply, then, 
** Hell-ll-o—don't you think Lady Gay is a mean 
sneak? I do. Good-bye,” and he rang off his 


convenient telephone. 
e 











































1 have had by me for some time an indig- 
nant letter from a lady, complaining very 
strongly of the want of conversational powers 
of her visiting friends. ‘‘They talk about 
their servants aJ] the time, and as I haven’t got 
one, I am out of it!” she says naively, which 
means, if it means anything, that in lacking 
the servants madame is ieft subjectless. 

What funny visits she must pay, and what 
strange people know! Let me see! I have 
had several visitors to-day. I wonder if the 
servant question was mentioned? Nay, verily, 
not once. One talked of her children and their 
ailments, one told me about her life in Brus- 
sels, with another I talked ‘‘shop,” and the 
others discussed the parties, the fashions, plans 
for the summer, a new book, our pet charity, 
our next club night. I don’t care anything 
about their servants, nor they about mine, and 
I don’t think the subject is ever likely to com- 
pose the basis of our conversation. I can quite 
sympathize with madame in her trial, but is 
she so stupid, or s> shy, or so ill-informed, or 
so secluded in her life that she can't start some 
topic her own self, and lead her friends to air 
themselves upon it? Judging from her vigor- 
ous language she has lots of go and a thirst for 
better things. She says she is called “old- 
fashioned,” because she doesn’t go in debt and 
takes good care of herfamily. Dear lady, such 
sterling virtues will never go out of fashion ! 
To anyone in the plight of my much tried cor- 
respondent I should say,.‘*Read the papers, 
(they don’t take long and the family won't be 
much neglected), talk with your husband, get 
ideas, air them, cultivate kindly patience even 
with these servant-ridden friends of yours, and 
ten to one, some day you will be amazed to 
hear that you area clever creature and such a 
pleasant woman to call upon!” 

* 


I read the utterances of a fellow-scribbler 
in the Empire upon the subject of women 
bicyclists last Saturday, with a great deal of 
interest. It is such fun, girls, and such de- 
lightfu) exhilarating exercise, such healthful 
happy pastime. That little talk of Faith Fen- 
ton's made me very homesick for a short while. 
Shall I tell you what it recalled to me? Sweet- 
scented Devon and Somerset lanes hedged 
with banks of wild vines and flowers, smooth 
roads, faintly flavored breezes coming salt and 
pure from the blessed sea, and we two on a 
Tandem cycle wheeling blissfully through the 
fair land. And I felt a wild desire to rush into 
town and possess myself of one of those fairy 
steeds, and go gliding—— Ah, where? On 
my nose I fancy! For two wheels are more 
cranky jthan four, and even on four I never 
had to ride alone! But, like my worthy sister 
scribe, I am going to try it before long, if all 
goes well, 


7 

“TI have such a headache,” said a pretty 
friend to me as we began our evening toilettes 
the other night, while her face looked weary 
and her eyelids drooped. So I determined to 
try my hot water cure upon her. First I 
fastened her hair up high and bared her white 
neck, then I placed a bath sponge, wet in very 
hot water, across the back of her head from 
ear to ear, and gently sponged up behind her 
ears, The strained muscles relaxed, the over- 
tired nerves quieted deliciously, and in five 
minutes the headache was gove. It never fails 
to give relief, this simple treatment, when 
weariness is the great first cause of the 


malady. 


a light springy tread,a homely man, as I re- 
member, and the youngsters who were turn- 
ing the rope shouted defiantly, ‘Must wait till 
she skips a hundred, Can’t get thro’ before.” 
And I skipped and skipped until my feet 
lagged and tripped, and the homely man said 
good-naturedly, “‘I used to skip when I was 
small, Give me a turn, girls.” And laughing, 
expectant of a speedy downfall, we gave him 
good fair turns, and he skipped and skipped, 
and presently stood still, wiping the perspira- 
tion from his face, and saying in a patronizing 
way, “I beat you three skips. Now you can 
tell your friends you’ve turned a skipping rope 
for Barnum.” I have often thought of that 
day and the cool alley way and the perspiring 
man and the three gaping youngsters, the 
greatest of whom was 


Lapy Gay, 





My Lady’s Coach. 


My lady hath a sable coach 
And horses two and four ; 

My lady hath a gaunt bloodhound, 
That runneth on before. 

My lady’s coach has nodding plumes ; 
The coachman has no head. 

My lady’s face is ashen white, 
As one that long is dead. 





** Now, pray step in,” my lady saith, 
** Now, pray etep in and ride!” 
** I thank thee, I had rather walk 
Than gather to thy side.” 
The wheels go round without a s.und 
Of the tramp or turn of wheels; 
As a cloud at night, ia the pale moonlight, 
Onward the carriage steals. 


** Now, pray step in,” my lady saith, 
‘*Now, prithee, come to me,” 
She takes the baby from the crib, 
And sete it on her knee. 
The wheels go round without a sound 
Of tramp or turn of wheels; 
As a cloud at night, in the _ moonlight, 
Onward the carriage steals. 


‘* Now, pray step in,” my lady saith, 
** Now, pray, step in and ride;” 
Then, deadly pale, in wedding veil, 
She takes to her the bride. 
The wheels go round without a sound 
Of tramp or turn of wheels; 
As a cloud at night, in —— moonlight, 
Onward the carriage steals. 


‘* Now, pray step in,” my lady saith, 
‘*There’s room, I wot, for you.” 
She waved her hand, the coach did stand, 
The squire within she drew. 
The wheels go round without a sound 
Of tramp or tura of wheels; 
As a cloud at night, in the amg moonlight, 
Onward the carriage steals. 


** No, pray step in,” my lady saith, 
“ Why should thou trudge afoot?” 
She took the gaffer in by her, 
His crutches in the boot. 
The wheels go round without a sound 
Of tramp or turn of wheels; 
Asa cloud at night, in the —_ moonlight, 
Ooward the carriage steals. 


I'd rather walk a hundred miles, 
And run by night and day, 
Than have that carriage halt for me, 
And hear my lady say: 
“* Now, pray step in, and make no din, 
I prithee, come and ride. 
There’s room, I trow, by me for you, 
And all the world beside.” 
—From Traditional Songs of the West of England. 





Cut Flowers 


AND 


Flowering Plants 


FASTER 


CHOICE ROSES and all Season- 
able Flowers in great variety. 


ORDER HARLY 


S. TIDY & SON 


164 YONGE STREET 


Tel. — Store, 2089; Greenhouses, 3057 








We make a specialty of photo- 
phing small children and 
bies. A trial will convince 


you that we excel in that line. 


=: 


<= J.C. WALKER & CO. 
PHOTOGRAPHERS 


Studio—Cor. Yonge and Tem- 
| perance Streets 


The G. W. Shaver Co., Ltd. 


Have a very fine stock of Huntley and Palmer’s 


ENGLISH BISCUITS 


Maderia Biscuits Breakfast Biscuits 


244 Yonge Street, 2 Louisa Street 
Telephone 1850 


A SHOE DEALER'S SUCCESS 


Depends upon his ability to please his customers. 
Ladies throughout the land who have worn our Oxford 
Ties insist upon having them again. Call and see our new 
spring stock before purchasing elsewhere. 


L A. STACKHOUSE 


427 Wonge Street 


MiSs SULLIVAN 
Late of W. A. Murray & Co. 


Artistic  Dressmaking 
76 COLLEGE STREET 
Mies Sullivan has just returned from New York with the 
latest designs and styles. 


THE LATEST IN 


MILLINERY 


JUST DELIVERED 


Choice Flowers of every shacie and varying design. 
Elegant Silk and Tinsel Laces tc match the new goods; 
and new shapes, flat as can be, and as new in design as 
the latest fashions demand. Leave your orders at once. 


212 YONGE STREET 
OCTAVIUS NEWCOMBE & CO. 


MANUFACTURERS OF 


Grand, Upright and 
Square 


PIANOFORTES 


MONTREAL 
2344 St. Catharines Street. 


OTTAWA 
68 Bank Street. 


Factory, 121 to 129 Bellwoods Ave., Toronto 
GERMAN. FRENCH. SPANISH 


THE INGRES-COUTELLIER SCHOOL 


OF MODERN LANGUAGES 
NATURAL METHOD BY NATIVE TEACHERS 





TORONTO 
107-109 Church Street. 


TORONTO: MONTREAL: 
Canada Life Building. Nordheimer Block, 
207 St James St. 
DIFFERENT BRANCHES : 
St. John, N. B Oxtawa, Ont. 
Halifax, N. 8. r, Me. 
Winnipeg, Man. Me. 
Bran , Ont. Yarmouth, N. 8. 
And other cities. 


ce and Recitation Rooms in the CANADA LIFE 
BUILDING. At the next French literature course, Tues- 


day, mong A Fy Cx . OCoutellier will 
talk about: Le Cid de Corneille. 

Admission—For pupils of the school, 400.; for non- 
pupils, 60s. 

pecia! arrangements will be made for all terms. 





LAD IES--"2""2 your Furs during the summer months 
from moths, dampness and fire by sending 


them to us for storage. 


Receipts are given and charges reasonable. 


We are clearing out the balance of our Fur Stock at a great sacrifice 


before putting them away. 


JAMES HARRIS & Co. 


99 Yonge Street, Toronto 








ARMAND’S HAIR STORE 


407 WONGE STREET 407 
FASHIONABLE LADIES 


HAIR- DRESSING 


i FOR 
Balls, Soirees, Theaters, Con- 
"i certs, Weddings, Photos, etc. 
Ladies’ Hair Trimming, 
‘ Singeing and 
Shampooing 
The best of skill and attention 
is paid to our customers. 
Ladies waited upon at their 
own residence. Appointmenta 
, should be made in advance if 
ry 4 convenient.! 
Telephone 2498 


HAIR GOoDs 
Of latest styles in Frontpieces, Fringes (wavy or curly). 
ARMAND’S latest back Coiffure, a most elegant and 
simple knot. On application ladies will be made acquainted 
how to dress their hair becomingly with this new knot. 
WAVES AND STRAIGHT FRONTPIECES for elderly 
ladies in at assortment. Tou and entire wigs for 
ladies and gentlemen, ready made, or made to order on 
short notice. SPECIALTY in Long Hair switches—no 
card inside, but all fine and long, from $4 50 to $18. 
NOTICE—We beg to call the attention of our esteemed 
=. that all styles of our Hair Dressings and Hair 
oods, be it in Frontpieces or Coiffures for the back, 
are entirely original and Mons. Armand’s own creations. 
We do not believe in copying or imitating others in the 
same line, as there is not much Bon Gout about the artist 
who makes it his habit of imitating others. 


Jean Trancle-Armand, Coiffeur Parfumeur 
407 Yonge St., Toronto, Ont., Can. Tel. 2498 


DORENWEND'S 


Is the Leading House for 
ashionable 


HAIR GOODS 


The latest and most 
ARTISTIC STYLES 
In Wigs, Bangs, Switches, 

etc. 





Li Best and Cheapest 
ouse in the Dominion. 


Finest Hair Dressing Rooms 
on the Continent. 


Telephone 1551 


105 Yonge St. 


Send for circular. 


WHY PAY 


10, 15, 20 or 26 per cent. more than necessary for 
DIAMONDS 
WATCHES 
SILVERWARE 
AND FINE JEWELRY 


WHEN 


You can save one of the above percentages by dealing with 


DAVIS BROS. 





130 Yonge Street 130 
LESSONS IN PHRENOLOGY 
Ruasinetions—ovel or Written 
e . ~ Terente 


237 McCaul Street 


IN PRIZES to those who make the greatest 

5000 number of words from the letters in the two 
words ee eee aoe 
prime, maneieg from 1 to $1000 in gold. Open 

until May 29, 1891 (15 days allowed after May 29 for letters 
to reach us from distant points) Send stamp for fall par- 
tioulars. Address; CANADIAN AGRICUL TURIST, rborough, 


Ont., 


Laburnum, Wistaria 
Dresden China 


Table decorations. 
Gold Edge Glassware 
White China 


For decorating. 
Vases, Rose Jars , 
Flower Pots 
Plates (all sizes) 
Cups and Saucers 
Chocolate Pots 
Salad Bowls, &c. 


WEDDING GIFTS A SPECIALTY 
WILLIAM JUNOR 


Telephone 2177 


109 King St. West - - Toronto 





Some corsets 
are never easy, 
there is al- 
ways a stiffness 
about them and 
the period of 
breaking them 


in has no end. What a relief 
it is then, that there is at least 
one corset that is absolutely 
faultless, that fits perfectly, 
that needs only a trial to con- 
, Vince the most skeptical of its 
wonderful merit. Why not 
try it? It is surely worth 
while, for the money is re- 
turned if you are not satisfied, 
hence you run no risk. 


MANUFACTURED BY THE 


CROMPTON CORSET CO. 


THE LITTLE GEM 


POCKET DIME 
SAVINGS BANK 


Is the gone novelty of the age. Everybody should have 
one. It will only take 10c. pieces, holds exactly $5, and 
cannot be opened until the full amount has been deposited. 
Sent free by mail on receipt of 


25 Cents 


Tn cash or postage stamps. Address— 


P.C. ALLAN 


86 King Street West, Toronto 
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The World, The Flesh and The Devil 





BY MISS M. 


E. BRADDON 


Author of “ Lady Audley's Secret,” “‘The Day Wili Come,” ‘ Vixen,” “* Like and Unlike,” ete. 


ALL RIGHTS RESERVED. 


CHAPTER XIX, 


“SOME DIM DERISION OF MYSTERIOUS LAUGH- 
TER.” 


While Mr. Gilstone, the rector of Lowcombe, 
whose worst vice was procrastination, was 
meditating a ceremonious call upon his new 
parishioners, accident anticipated his design, 
and brought him face to face with the young 
woman whose morals and cotton frocks h 
met with such drastic treatment at Mrs. Dono- 
van’s Thursday tea-drinking. 

Sauntering in the rectory garden on Saturday 
afternoon, Mr. Gilstone’s keen glance was at- 
tracted by a figure seated near an old, old 
tombstone in a corner of the church yard where 
the rectory wall, in all its wealth of foliage, 
made an angle with the willowy bank of the 
river, The sunlight on the white cambric 
frock gave that seated form and bent brown 
head an air of something supernal, as it were 
Dante’s divine lady in the light of Paradise. 
The rector stepped upon a little knoll that was 
level with the top of the wall in order to look 
down upon the lady sitting on the tomb. 

Yes, it was Mrs. Hanley—that Mrs. Hanley 
of whose antecedents and present way of life 
Lowcombe spoke shudderingly. He could just 
distinguish the exquisite profile under the 
shady straw hat, he could see the small and 
delicate ear, transparent in the sunlight, the 

fect curve of the throat rising from a loosely 
tied lace handkerchief, the graceful lines of the 
slender girlish figure in the plain white gown. 
No art had been used to enhance that perfect 
beauty, and none was needed. The purity of 
the white gown, the simplicity of the Tuscan 
hat, were in harmony with that placid and 
ideal loveliness. 

“Poor child, I hope with all my heart all is 
well with her,” mused the rector, as he step 
down from the grassy knoll, and strolled to 
the gate opening into the churchyard, and then 
with quiet step made his way to the tomb 
against which Hester was sitting, on a grassy 
ridge, over which periwinkle and St. John’s 
wort had been allowed to run riot, half cover- 
ing the crumbling gray stones and clothing the 
cumbrous early Georgian sepulchre with fresh 

oung beauty. This was a corner of God's acre 
th which the rector permitted a careless pro- 
fusion of picturesque foliage, a certain artistic 
neglect, which was part of his plan. 

The lady was reading, and on looking down 
at her book, Mr. Gilstone saw that she was 
reading Shelley’s Alastor. 

She looked up at the sound of his footfall 
among the leaves, and then calmly resumed 
her reading. He drew nearer, hat in hand. 

* Allow me to introduce myself to you, Mrs. 
Hanley,” he said, in his mild pleasant voice. 
“Thave been meaning to call upon you and 
Mr. Hanley for a —— time, but indolence and 

rocrastination are the vices of old men. See- 
& ‘ou just now from my garden I thought I 
m ht snatch the opportunity of making 
friends with you here on my own grourd.” 

She had risen in confusion, blushing violently, 
with a scalding rush of crimson over brow and 
cheeks, and her heart beating with almost suf- 
focating force. Acriminal upon whose shoulder 
the law had just laid iis iron hand could hardly 
have suffered more. In that one moment 
Hester Davenport realized what it was to be a 
social pariah. It was as if she had awakened 
suddenly from a dream of bliss to find herself 
alone in the cold workaday world, face to face 
witb a judge who had power to denounce and 
punisb, 

** Pray, sit down,” said the old man, “‘ and let 
us have a little chat.” 

He seated himself on the low nennieer wall 
—lowest just at this part of the churchyard, 
where the fairy spleen-wort grew in every 
chink of the crumbling stones. 

“You have been my neighbors for some 
time,” said the rector, ‘‘ and yet I have seen so 
little of you. I am sorry you don’t come to my 
church—but perhaps you are people who object 
to our simple village services, and you go fur- 
ther afield.” 

**Wedo not go to any church,” Hester falt- 
ered. ‘‘It would be only hypocrisy if we were 
to join in services which have very little mean- 
ing for us. We honor and love the gospel for 
all that is true and beautiful in it, but we can- 
not believe as you and your congregation be- 
lieve, and so it is better to stop away from 
church.” 

“You are very young to have joined the 
great army of unbelievers,” said the rector, 
with no change in the gentleness of his tone, 
or the friendly light of his eyes. He had heard 
too many young people prattle of their agnos- 
ticism to be particularly shocked or startled at 
the wcrds of unbelief from these girlish lips. 
** Were you brought up in a household of in- 


fidels—were your early teachers unbelievers?” | 


“Oh, no, I was once a Christian,” she an- 
swered, witha stifled sob. “I once believed 
without questioning—believed in the divinit 
of Christ, believed that He could cure the sic 
and raise the dead, believed that He was near 
me at all hours of my life, nearest when I was 
in deepest sorrow.” 

** And when did 
presence—when di 


ou cease to believe in His 


Saviour who could pity your sorrows and | 


understand your temptations?” 

‘*Doubt came gradually, with thought, and 
thinking over the thoughts of others far wiser 
than myself.” 

**Mr. Hanley, your husband, in an agnostic, 
I take it?” 

The drooping head bent a little lower; the 
hand on the open book turned a leaf or two 
with a restless movement. 

**He does not believe in miracles,” she an- 
swered reluctantly. 

‘* Nor in a life to come—nor in an Almighty 
God to whom we are all accountable for our 
actions. I know the creed of the youthful 
Freethinker—universal liberty ; ae to fol- 
low the bent of his own desires and his own 
passions wherever they may lead him ; and for 
the rest the Gospel of Humanity which means 
tall talk about the grandeur and wisdom of 
man in the abstract, combined with a comfort- 
able indifference to the wants and sorrows of 
man in the concrete, man at Bethnal Green or 
Haggerstone. Oh, I know what young men 
are,” exclaimed tne rector, with indignant 
scorn ; “ how shallow, how arrogant, how ready 
to absorb the floating opinions of their day, and 
to take ready-made ideas for the results of 
original thought. Frankly, now, Mrs. Hanley, 
it is only since your marriage that you have 
been an infidel ?’ 

Hester faltered a reluctant ‘‘ Yes.” 

And then, after a brief pause, she began to 
plead for the man she idolized. 

** Indeed, he is not shallow or ignorant,” she 
said, ‘‘He has thought long and deeply upon 
the religions of the world, has brooded over 
those instincts which lead the hopes and de- 
sires of all of us to a life beyond—an unseen 
universe. He is not a strong man—he may 
never live to be old—indeed I sometimes fear 
he will not, and we have both talked often and 
long about that other world which we once 
believed in. Weshould be so nuch happier if 
we could believe—if we could hope that when 
death parts us it will not be forever. But how 
can we hope for the im ible—how can we 
shut our eyes to the revelations of science—the 
fixed, immutable laws which hem us in on 
every side, and show us of what we are made 
and what must be our end.” 

‘* Dust we are, and to dust we must return,” 
said the rector, “but do you think there 1s 
nothing outside the dust—nothing that will 
survive and ripen to more perfect life when 
this poor clay is under the sod. Do you think 
that the innate belief of all human kind carries 
no moral weight against the narrow laws of 
existence un 


you lose the assurance of a | 


in which we know it; conditions and restric- 
tions which may be changed in a moment 
by the fiat of Omnipotence as the earth 
is changed by an earthquake or the ocean 
by a storm. Who, looking at the placid, 
smiling sea could conceive the fury 
and the force of a tempest if he had 
never seen one? You would find it as 
difficult to believe in that level water lifted 
mountains high or in the racing surf, as to be- 
lieve in the survival of intellect and identity, 
the passage from a known life here to an un- 
known life hereafter. The philosophers of 
these latter days call the unknown the un- 
knowable, or the unthinkable, and suppose 
they have settled and made an end of every- 
thing which they cannot understand. But I 
am not going to preach sermons out of church, 
Mrs, Hanley, I am much more interested in 
you than in your opinions. At your e 
opinions change, and change again—but the 

rsonality remains pretty much the same. 

ven if you and your husband don’t come to 
church you are my parishioners, and I want to 
know more of you. I hope you both like Low- 
combe?” 

“*Oh, itis far more than liking. We both 
love the place.” 

** And you mean toliveamong us? You will 
not w tired of the river, even when winter 
sheds a goatie grayness over all that is now so 
brilliant? There are people who say they are 
fond of the country—in summer. Take my 
word for it, the souls of those people are never 
far from Oxford street. To love the country 
one must know and admire every phase and 
every subtle change of every season. Awaken- 
ing from a long sleep one should be able to say 
at the first glance across the woods and hills— 
‘this is mid October or this is March.’ One 
should know the season almost to a week. 
You are not one of those who only care fora 
midsummer landscape, I hope?” 

‘*No, indeed! I love the country always— 
and I hate London.” 

The shudder with which the last words were 
spoken gave earnestness to the avowal, 

‘** You have not been happy in London,” said 
the rector, his quick ear catching a deeper 
meaning than the words expressed. 

“I have been very unhappy there.” 

** And here you are quite appy. As a girl 
you had troubles; your surround ange were not 
all = could wish; but your wedded life is 
perfectly happy, is it not ?” 

** Utterly happy.” 

“Come to churcb, then, my dear Mrs. 
Hanley. Come and kneel in our village church 
—the old, old church, where so many have 
knelt, and given thanks in joy, and been com- 
forted in affliction. Come and give thanks to 
God for your happiness. It is not for you, who 
scarcely know what mathematics mean, to re- 
fuse to believe in a God because His existence 
cannot be mathematically demonstrated. Your 
own heart must tell you that you have need of 
God—a conscience outside your own conscience 
a wisdom above your own wisdom, Come an 
kneel among us, and give God thanks that 
your lines have been set in pleasant places— 
and, since I am told you are rich, come and 
work among our pour. It is good for the young 
and prosperous to interest themselves in the 
old and needy. If you go among our cottagers 
at first asa duty, and perhaps thinking it an 
unpleasant duty, you will ‘soon come to love 
the work for its own sake. There is sweetness 
in your face that tells me your heart will open 
to the unhappy.” 

**I love visiting the poor,” Hester answered, 
brightening a little at this suggestion. ‘“I 
have been poor, and know what poverty means, 
I should like to go about among your cottagers 
—if—if my husband ‘‘—she faltered at the 
word, in spite of all those broader ideas which 
Gavent had taught her—“‘if my husband will 

et me.” 

‘** He could hardly refuse you the happiness 
of making others a little happier—you who 

ssess all the material elements of happiness 
n superabundance. I feel assured Mr. Hanley 
will consent to your devoting a few of your 
leisure hours to my cottagers. I will only send 
you to wholesome cottages, and really deserv- 
ing people. But, as they are all good church- 
men, I want you to come tochurch first. They 
are sure to talk to you about the church ser- 
vices, and you will be embarrassed, and they 
will be shocked if you have to say that you 
never go to church, I can’t tell you what that 
means to simple people, for whom church is 
the ante-chamber of Heaven. To them it is 
anathema maranatha, the abomination of 
desolation.” 

“TI cannot go to church,” said Hester, with 
averted face. 

‘* Not even to thank God for your happy life, 
for your marriage with the man you love?” 

** No, no, no!” 

‘Then, my dear young lady, you lead me to 
think that this seemingly happy union is one 
for which you dare not thank God ; or in plain 
speech that you are not Mr. Hanley’s wife.” 

Her sobs were her only answer. All those 
grand theories of universal liberty, of virtue 
that knew not law, which she had taken to her 
heart of late, all she had learned at second- 





hand from Gerard, and at first hand from Shel- 
| ley, vanished out of her mind, and she sat by 
| the rector’s side crushed by the weight of her 
| sip, as deeply convinced of her own shame and 
| worthlessness as she who knelt amidst the ac- 
| cusing Pharisees and waited for the punish- 
| ment of the old law, unexpectant of the new 
| law of mercy. 

*‘Iam sorry for you, my dear young lady, 
Soon and truly sorry. You were not born 
for a life of degradation.” 

‘* There is nodegradation,” protested Hester, 
through her tears; ‘‘ my love for him and his 
for me is too complete and true ever to mean 
degradation. He has read much and thought 
much, and has got beyond old codes and worn 
| outinstitutions, Iam as much and as truly 
his wife as if we had been married in your 
church yonder.” 

‘*But you are not his lawful wife, and other 
wives, down tothe humblest peasant woman 
in this village, will think badly of you, and all 
Christian women will think you a sinner—a 
sinner to be pitied and loved perhaps, but a 
| sinner all the same. Why should that be? 
There is no other tie, hope? Mr, Hanley is 
not a married man?” 

**Oh, no, no!” 

“Thank God. Then he must marry you! It 
will be my duty to put the matter before him 
in the rignt light.” 

“Oh, pray do not interfere,” exclaimed Hes- 
ter. **He would think I had come to you to 
cometete 30 would love me less, perhaps— 
would think me designing, selfish, caring only 
for myself. There is nothing in life I care for 
but his happiness, and he is perfectly happy 
now. He knows that I am devoted to him, 
that I would give my life for him——” 

** You have given your honor—that to such a 





the conditions and restrictions | you don’t know him. 


woman as you is sometimes more than life.” 

** Honor or life, I could not count the cost of 
either for his sake.” 

** And he must be a villain if he can refuse to 
give you back to the position from which you 
have fallen—for his sake.” 

“It will come—it will come in time—I feel 
wat he will do what is right—in his own good 

me. 

‘You cannot afford to wait for that. You 
are far too good to accupy your present posi- 
tion for another day or hour, unless your be- 
trayer will consent to make wrong right. 
Pray trust me, my dear young lady. ough I 
am arustic I have seen something of human 
nature, and I will act with discretion, I will 
not be precipitate.” 

‘*I would much rather a did not speak— 

e is wayward and 





fanciful—you may turn him against me—and 
we are 80 happy now—utterly bepoy eae it 
may be only for a short time. e nas been 
told that he may not live some. When he has 
gone all my life may be one long repentance— 
one long atonement for having made his last 
years happy.” 

** My poor child, women have a natural bent 
for self-sacrifice, which too often leads them 
into si Come, come, my dear, don’t cry ; and 
remember, whatever may happen, I mean to be 
your friend.” 

Hester sighed. The circle of perfect love— 
that narrow, isolated spot in the universe in 
which she had been living for the last seven 
weeks, was broken in upon a from the 
outside world, and everything in this golden 
dream of. hers took new lights and new colors 
when looked at by other eyes. In that sweet 
solitude of two, they had been like Hero 
and Leander, like Rosalind and Orlando, like 
any two creatures who exist only for each 
other and for whom all the rest of creation is 
no more than a picturesque background to that 
dual life. Love in its first brief intensity scar- 
cely believes in that outer world. 

“Yes, my dear, however this story of yours 
may end—and I hope and believe it will not 
end badly—yon may ey upon my friendship,” 
said the rector, *‘and if you want a woman's 
help or counsel my old maiden sister will not 
withhold it from you. When the world was 
thirty years — I had a young wife whom 
I adored, and who had something of your com- 

lexion and contour, and a baby daughter. 

efore my little girl was three years old God 
took her, and her mother, who had been in 
weak health from the time of the child’s birth, 
died within a year of our loss, Those two 
angel faces have followed me down the vale of 
years. I never see a child of my daughter’s 
age without a little thrill of tenderness or pity. 
I never see an interesting girl of your age with- 
out thinking that my little girl might 
have grown up like her. So you see, Mrs, 
Hanley, I have a reason for being interested 
in you over and above my duty as a parish 
priest.” 

** You are all that is kind,” faltered Hester, 
‘and I wish I were worthier——” 

“It is not you who are unworthy. No, I will 
say no more, lest I should seem harsh to one 
you love. May I walk part of the way home 
with you?” . 

**I shall be very pleased to have your com- 
pany, but I have a boat close by.” 

**Then let me take you to your boat?” 

He went with her to a little reedy inlet, 
where she had moored her dinghy, and he 
stood on the bank and watched her as she 
sculled the light boat away towards the setting 
sun, with the easy air of one used to the work, 

“Poor child,” sighed the rector. ‘“ How 
strange that one is so apt to fee] more inter- 
ested in a sinner than in a saint. It is the 
mystery of human life that taxes one’s fancy, 
perhaps, the sinner’s appeal to pity, as against 
the saint’s confidence in her own holiness. I 
suppose that is why Mary Magdalene is the 
most popular character in the Gospel.” 


Hester rowed slowly up the sunlit river, 
creeping close in shore by the stunted willows 
which spread their low shadows across the 
water. She crept into the shadow as the 
wounded deer creeps away to die, stricken to 
the heart by her conversation with Mr. Gil- 
stone. It was the first time she had been 
brought face to face with stern reality since 
she had allowed her lover to lead her by the 
hand into the fool’s Paradise of unsanctioned 
love. He had taught her to believe that the 
sanction meant very little, and that the loyalty 
andi unselfishness of a mutual attachment were 
an all-sufficient proof ot its purity ; but these 
modern views of his did not stand by her for a 
quarter of an hour under the earnest interroga- 
tion of a village parson. All her old-fashioned 
ideas, her reverence for God’s word, her shrink- 
ing from man’s disdain, rushed back into her 
mind, and Philosophy and Free Thinking were 
scattered to the winds. She stood confessed a 
a woman dishonored by the sacrifice love had 
exacted from her. She looked back to those 
quiet evenings by the river, when she and her 
father had walked up and down in the 
starlight, with Gerard Hillersdon beside them, 
sympathetic, respectful almost to reverence. 
Ah, what bliss it had been to listen, or to talk 
with him in that tranquil hour when the bur- 
den of daily care had been laiddown! What 
calm and unalloyed happiness, without thought 
or fear of the future—without regret for the 


past. 

How altered now were her thoughts, when 
to look back upon the past was horror, when to 
think of the future filled her whole being with 
aching fear. 

This had been one of her rare days of soli- 
tude, and it was ending badly. Gerard had 
left for London after their leisurely breakfast, 
and was not to return till the eight o’clock 
dinner. Business or whim had urged him to 
spend a day in the metropolis—to lunch at one 
of his clubs, and to hear the gossip of town and 
country from men who were “passing through” 
—to breathe that more piquant atmosphere of 
the world in which everybody knows every- 
body else’s latest secret. The freshness and 
the quiet of the country would be all the more 
delicious, he told himself, after that brief 
plunge into the dust and movement of the 
town. 

Hester had not pouted or looked sorrowful at 
his departure, but the dsy had been sorely 
long; and now this chance meeting with the 
rector had filled her with sadness and appre- 
hension—dread lest he should break the spell 
that held their tranquil lives, by a vain inter- 
position upon her behalf. And then came the 
agonizing thought that her lover, in spite of a 
devotion that seemed all-absorbing, did not 
love her well enough to make her his wife. 
Sophistry might make their union seem beauti- 
ful without the bond of marriage; but still 
that question remained unanswered—Why 
were they not married ? 

At this quiet evening hour, perhaps one of 
the saddest in Hester's life, there came sud- 
denly upon her the sound of laughter—a man’s 
frank laughter, joyous as the song of birds. 
joyous almost to ecstasy ; and round the bend 
of the river a steam launch, gaily decked with 
crimson draperies and Oriental cushions, came 
quickly towards her, with the figures of its 
occupants defined against the brightness of 
the western sky. Foremost of the group stood 
the tall and lissom form of a young man with 
yellowish auburn hair and sharply cut features, 
and grouped about him were women in light 
summer gowns and airy hats, and young men 
in white flannele. A ripple of laughter and 
joyous voices went past her as they passed 
and then above it all rose that same mirthful 
laugh she had heard before the boat came in 
sight. The laughter of the man with auburn 
hair and pale, sharp-cut face was wafted u 
the river, in the wake of the boat, on the soft 
evening air. That joyous group of youthful 
strangers touched her with a keener sense of 
her Own loneliness—her father mysteriously 
vanished out of her life; the friendship of 
all old friends for ever forfeited by her con- 
duct ; nothing and no one left to her save the 
man for whom she had surrendered all. If he 
should grow weary of her, if he should change, 
what had she on earth? Nothing! Her glances 
turned involuntarily to one deep shadowy pool 
she knew of under an inward curve of the bank. 
Nothing but death! And in the new dispen- 
sation of Darwin, Spencer, and Clifford, death 
by suicide was no more terrible than death by 
inevitable decay. The was no afterwards— 
there was no Great Father outside this little 
world to whom the self-destroyer had to render 
up his account. 


At a quarter to eight came the glad sound of 
wheels—sound for which Hester had been 
listening for the Jast half-hour, and two min- 
utes later Gerard was in the lamp-lit hall, 
amidst the cool freshness of newly-cut roses, 
and Hester was in his arms, faltering her fond 
welcome between tears and laughter. 

‘** Why, my dariing, you are almost hysteri- 
cal. This won’t do, Hettie.” 


“The day has been so long. But you are 
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home at last,” she sighed, drying her a 
the first he had seen since one stormy burst o 
weeping which he must needs remember all 
his life; the passionate tears of a woman be- 
trayed by the man she loved too well to punish, 
even by her resentment, 

‘*Home at last—home by the very train and 
at the very hour I named—and uncommonly 
glad to be home, sweet wife!” 

How glibly he Se the name—and 
= and yet, she blushed at the sound, as she 

ad not done since its novelty had worn off, 
and accepted the gospel of free thought, All 
that the good old parson had said to her was 
in her thoughts that night, though she smiled 
and brightened and grew happy in the com- 
panionship of the man she adored. 

He had come home Jaden with gifts for her— 
books, trinkets—not valuable gems, since she 
steadfastly refused any such gifts—but the 
light and airy inventions of modern art—new 
settings of moonstones or starstones, fairy-like 
silver hair-pins, ornaments that would be 
worthless when their fashion was past, dainty 
toys and trifles to scatter about the tables, 

tesque in silver and enamel, Dresden china 
n-bon boxes, Japanese idols, 

‘** Throw them into the river if you don’t like 
them,” he said, as they sat at the cosy round 
table after dinner, with the lamplight shinin 
upon the glittering toys which Gerard produ 
one after another from a capacious leather bag, 
cosine child-like pleasure in Hester’s wonder- 
in miration. “I am _ growing richer aad 
richer—appallingly rich, My stocks and shares 
were chosen with such extraordinary foresight 
by that marvelous old man with the umbrelle, 
that the value of them has gone on increasing 
ever siace he bought them. M os, m 
South- Westerns, my Waterworks, British an 
Foreign, my London Guarantee Shares—every- 
thing Iown Las an upward tendency. I can- 
not spend a quarter of my income, unless I do 
something wild and foolish. Think of some- 
thing, Hester! Imagine some mad, delightful 
escapade which would cost us twenty thousand 
in a week’s excitement. We must launch out 
somehow |” 

**T can imagine nothing so wild or so foolish 
as my love for you,” said Hester, growing sud- 
denly thoughtful, ‘‘ for when you cease to care 
=, me I must die. There will be nothing 

e = 

** Cease to care for you! While there is con- 
sciousness here,” touching his forehead, ‘* that 
will never be!” 

“And you really love me—with all your 


heart ? 

** With all my heart, and mind, and strength. 
There’s the church catechism for you. I am 
surprised { can remember so much of it.” 


CHAPTER XX. 
‘*A3 GENTLE AND AS JOCUND AS A JEST,” 


Mr. Gilstone thought menant seriously of his 
interview with the youn y who was known 
to Lowcombe as Mrs. Hanley. In his many 
years’ widowhood ae which his maiden 
sister Tabitha had cared for his creature com- 
forts, kept his servants in order, maintained a 
spotless propriety thoughout his roomy old 
house, and assisted him with counsel and 
manual labor in his cherished garden and 
churcbyard, her mind had become the other 
half of his mind, and he had no secrets from 
her, not even the secrets of other people; so 
within a few hours of that conversation in 
God's Acre Tabitha Gilstone knew as much of 
Mrs. Hanley’s sorrows as her brother had been 
able to discover. 

Tabitha was not surprised to hear that there 
was something wrong. That had been decided 
by the consentient voices of Lowcombe some 
weeks ago. Tabitha sorrowed for this poor 

oung woman, as she always sorrowed for 

uman error, with its inevitable sequence of 
human suflering, most especially when the 
sinner was young, and perhaps with just one 
extra touch of tenderness when the sinner was 
fair. She was sorrowful, but she was not sur- 
prised. She was not one of those women who 
are quick to pronounce the female sinner a cal- 
culating minx, and the male sinner an artless 
victim. She felt very angry with the unknown 
owner of the Rosary, and denounced him in 
unmeasured terms, ‘“‘The scoundrel,” she 
cried, “‘ not content with having brought dis- 
gm upon a pretty, refined young creature, 

e must needs try to pervert her mind. First 
he makes her an outcast, and then he makes 
her an atheist.” 

**Don’t be two hard, Bertha, remonstrated 
the rector. ‘*l daresay Mr. Hanley does not 
think he is “a any wrong in introducing 
this poor girl to the new learning. He thinks 
that he is leading her into the light of 
truth, not into the darkness of infidelity. You 
don’t know how arrogant the new school of 
agnosticism is, how confident in materialism 
as the royal road to the well-being of mankind, 
For us who believe; the unbelievers can find 
nothing but contemptuous pity. I expect to 
find this young man a difficult subject to deal 
with. He has been spoilt by too much wealth 
and a litile learning.” 

“But ou willdo all you can, Basil,” urged 
Miss Gilstone, ‘“‘ you will persuade him to be- 
have honorably ; or if he is such a wretch as to 
refuse, I nage you will persuade that poor 
girl to leave him at once and forever. Let her 
come tousif she is friendless; I will find a 
home for her, either in this house or with some 
of my friends,” 

“Ah, Tabitha, how many girls have we ever 
succeeded in turning from the way of evil 
while there were any flowers along the path? 
It is only when they come to the thorns and 
briars that they can be persuaded to turn back. 
aoe I mean to do my uttermost in this 

** And how much good you have done in such 
cases, Basil; how many happy wives and 
meaaieee on the other side of the world have to 

ank you at they are not out 
a antes ? oy mae 

e keen impression made by her conv . 
tion with the rector wore off as the avanane 
days went by, and Hester once more was 
happy, and unashamed of her happiness, like 
Eve in Eden. The river was still at its loveli- 
est, and Gerard and Hester spent the greater 
part of their days in a punt moored in some 
romantic backwater or by some willowy eyot, 
he stretched in sybarite idleness among down 
cushions, she reading aloud tohim. She hada 
beautiful voice, and by long habit reading 
aloud had become very easy to her. Together 
in this way they dipped into W. K. Clifford 
and Herbert Spencer, Compte, and Mill—he 
picking out chapters or essays for her to read, 
she accepting meekly whatever he put before 





her as the best. They read the ts also, in 
these golden afternoons, when there was just 
enough of coolness to make the west wind 
crisp and pleasant, and no hint of a wind from 
the east. 

One morning she happened to mention the 
launch, and the fair-haired, pale-faced young 
man whose joyous gusts of laughter had inten- 
sified her sadness, 

“TI felt melancholy and despondent that 
afternoon.” she said, ‘‘and his laughter sad- 
dened me.” 


‘Describe him to me again, ear said 


Gerard. “Stay.” He sketched a grote ightly 
in the fly leaf of a book, ana handed the 
to her. *“* Was your laughing youth like that?” 


Yes,” she cried, wonderingly, ‘‘ that is the 
very face. You know him, then?” 

** Yes, I know him,” 

He took a letter out of his pocket, and re- 
read it, frowningly, a letter that had come to 
him with his last batch from the post office at 


ing. : 

‘* What has become of you? Where are you 
hiding yourself?” wrote Justin Jermyn. 
‘Surely you are tired of your Garden of Eden 
by this time. I heard of you in London the 
other day, so you have not carried your bliss to 
some faraway valley where the novelty of your 
environment might prolong the freshness of 

our feelings. I can fancy no impassioned love 
asting more than six weeks, The strain upon 
mind and imagination is too great—the tension 
must snap the cord. 

‘*May not one see you? Is your maqpiness 
too sacred for the vulgar eye of a friend? I feel 
sure the dear young lady would like me, how- 
ever she may object to the rest of your ac- 
quaintance—and for the rest lam discretion 
itself—a very lion’s mouth for any secret you 
may drop into me; as om, as silent as that 
deep water near the Church of St. George the 
Greater, where the enemies of the Venetian 
public sleep so quietly. Seriously, I am pining 
to see you. Tell me when and whersa I am to 
goto you. Remember, there is a mystic sym- 
pathy which links your life to mine. You can- 
not eccape me, Whether you will or no, in 
your joys and in your sorrows, I shall be near 
you. Yours for life, 03 3" 


A hateful letter to Gerard in his present 
mood, rendered still more hateful by the idea 
that Justin Jermyn might be his near neigh- 

r. 
‘** Did you see the name of the launch?” he 


**No; Lonly noticed the young man’s face, 
and that the girls who were grouped about him 
were handsome and attractive. Is he a man 
whom you dislike?” 

* Yes, when I am away from him. But when 
Iam in his company he always contrives to 
amuse and interest me, so that, in spite of my- 
self, he seems my dearest friend.” 

**T understand,” said Hester. ‘‘ He is yo | 
clever—but not a good man. And he 
such a joyous laugb, and seemed so happy.” 

**My dearest, do you think only the good 
people are happy. Some of the most joyous 
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spirits in this world have gone along with 


hearts utterly and innately bad.” 


They were taking tea on the lawn a day or 
two after this conversation, their rustic table 
and restful wicker chairs grouped under a great 
weeping ash which had once been the chief 
feature of the cottage garden, when a boat shot 
rapidly towards the rustic landing stage, and 
a lissom form appeared upon the were a8 

vid as 


came with airy footsteps, mercurial, v 
light, across the close-shorn turf. 


“At last!” cried J ustin Jermyn, ‘‘I thought 


I could not be mistaken 


“*In whom, or in what ?” asked Gerard, start- 
ing to his feet and contemplating the unbidden 


guest with a most forbidding frown. 


**In my old friend Mr, Hanley. I am staying 
with Matt Muller, the landscape painter, on 
his house-boat hard by Wargrave ; and I heard 
casually, the description of a certain Mr, and 
anley, who are in some wise a mystery 
exquisitely 


Mrs, H 
to the neighborhood—the lad 


beautiful (with a bow and a smile for Hester), 


the gentleman inordinately rich, young, idle— 


all that my dear friend Gerard is, in short. So 
I made a shrewd guess as to Mr. Hanley’s 
Gent. and—me voici. Pray present me to 
Mrs. Hanley.” 

He stood before them smiling, self-assured, 
light as Ariel himself, clad from top to toe in 
white, and with glints of sunlight in his blonde 
hair, and a delicate transparency in his blonde 
complexion, untouched by wind or weather. 
He looked as if nothing were further from his 
thoughts than the suspicion that his company 
could be in any wise distasteful. 

Hester had risen in confusion, and stood 
leaning a little nst one of the low branches 
of the ash, blushing painfully. This was the 
first visitor who had broken the spell of their 
sweet solitude,.and, as in her meeting wit 
the rector, she felt again the sharp bitter sense 
of being brought face to face with that outer 
world which could but think ill of her. 

“Mr, Jermyn—my wife,” said Gerard, gravely, 
with emphasis upon the word wife. 

Justin Jermyn dropped into one of the low 
chairs, settled himself in a nest of daint 
Moorish cushions, and waited to be refresh 
with tea, which Hester prepared for him with 
hands which trembled a little despite her 
efforts at self-control. In her conversation 
with the rector the sense of the old man’s 
fatherly pity had been more than she could 
bear without tears. In the presence of Justin 
Jermyn that which she felt was the sense of a 
hidden malignity, the consciousness of being 
despisedsand made light of by the man who 
fawned upon her. 

She handed him his cup in silence, offered 
him the light dainties from the prettily decked 
table with the air of performing a social duty 
in which her inclination had no part, and when 
she had done this she opened a big Florentine 
umbrella, and walked slowly away, leaving the 
two men under the ash. 

**How shy she is,” said Jermyn, looking 
after her, ‘‘and how lovely. Even your rap- 
turous tirades had hardly prepared me for so 
much beauty. Yes, it is the true Raffaelle face 
—the transparent purity of coloring—the deli- 

cate and unobtrusive features——” 


‘““Why did you hunt me down here?” de- 
manded Gerard, rudely breaking in upon these 
encomiums, “Do you suppose that when a 


man has made a paradise for himself—remote 
and secret—he wants to be intruded upon by—” 

“*The serpent,” interrupted Jermyn. “ Per- 
haps not. Yet the serpent always finds his 
way in through some gap in the hedge. And 
after all there must be limits to the pleasures 
of a dual solitude. Love may remain un- 
changed, but ideas become exhausted, and the 
tete-a-tete begins to bore. If the serpent 
hadn’t upset everything at an early stage in 
their union, how heartily sick of Eden Adam 
and Eve must have become by the time Cain 
and Abel were weaned. ‘Don’t be angry, 
Gerard. Granted that I am a pushing cad, 
and that Igo where I like to go rather than 
where lam wanted. Icome to you with all 
the news of the town—of the world—fresh in 
my mind, the scandals, and follies, and the 
social Se of which your newspapers 
tell you nothing. You can surely put up with 
me for an hour or so.” 

Gerard put up with him till midnight. He 
dined at the Rosary, and the little dinner of 
three had a gaiety which the ¢ele a tete dinners 
had somewhat lacked lately. Even Hester was 
amused by a style of conversation that was 
new to her, and the unpleasant effect of Mr. 
Jermyn’s personality wore off, and was almost 
forgotten. He evidently liked and admired 
Gerard, and that was much in his favor. 

The moon was at the full, silvering wood and 
meadow, river and islet, as they bade the visitor 
good night, and stood and watched him row 
down the stream towards Wargrave, a ghost- 
like figure in his white raiment, under that 
cold white light. 

‘“*He amused you, Gerard,” said Hester, as 
they walked slowly back to the house, ‘‘I 
was glad to hear you laugh so merrily. We 
have been too serious of late—our books have 
saddened us.” 

** Yes, they all tell the same story ; that na- 
ture is everything and we are nothing. Jermyn 
is an amusing rascal, and as I told you yester- 
ony. I like him well enough when I am with 

m ? 


“You called me your wife when you intro- 
duced him to me,” murmured Hester, hiding 
her face upon his shoulder. ‘‘ You will never 
let him find out that I am—anything less than 
your wife—will you Gerard? I feel as if that 
man’s scorn would wither me.” 

** His scorn! My dearest, he admires you be- 
yond measure, and do you think he is the kind 
of man to be influenced in his opinion of any 
woman by a marriage certificate? He knows 
that I adore you. e shall never know any- 
thing else about us but that we are devoted to 
each other. And if he is ever wanting in rever- 
ence for you, in the smallest degree, he shall 
never enter our house again,” 


(To be Continued.) 
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Ward McAllister. 


There was an old fellow whose book 
Was expected to show that he took 
Quite the ‘‘lead” in ‘‘Sassiety.” 
It is vain to deny it, he 
Proved himeelf only a cook. 


——————_—__—_ 





Ibsen. 
A playwright from far Scandinavia 
Was distressed at the world's bad beha yior, 
But he took a great drop 


When the people said ‘stop, 
There's a dime—get a hair-cut and shave yer!” 





Cleopatra. 
There was once an actress named Sadie, 
Who owned a pet asp named O'Grady, 
And the asp, every night 
Was encouraged to bite 
This agreeable and elegant lady. 








» Bismarck, 


There was an old man of Varzin— 
He is out, but he used to b: in— 
When he hollered and cried, 
The Emperor replied: 
** My friend, you won't git thar agin.” 





The Wabash Line 


Is the shortest and quickest route from Can- 
ada to Chicago, St. Louis, Kansas City, Cali 
fornia, Mexico and all points west and south, 
the only line running free reclining chair cars 
from Detroit to St. Louis and Kansas City. 
The Wabash runs the finest aleeping and ch 
cars in the world, Ask your nearest ticket 
agent for tickets via this route, J. A. Ri . 
son, Canadian Passenger Agent, 28 Adelaide 
street east. 







































lightly since he was sixteen, and had 
such stories whispered at the family councils, 
of the — at her ladyship’s riverside resi- 
dence, as had 

ror. if he had seen her on the day before he 
received her invitation, leaving his mother’s 
house after a visit of an hour's duration, he 
would not have recognized her, or would hardly 
have believed that she had been received there. 
Nevertheless, heanswered hernotein the affirm- 
ative and went; and he took Persephone Giles 
with him, picturing to himself as they whizzed 
out of Paddingto 
would give the Golightlys some day in return 
for their early reco; 












Marrying for Love. 


From his earliest childhood, Lord Purefoy 
had the benefit of every good example and pre- 
cept which money could procure. His mother, 
left a widow with her only child, could not 
bring herself to expose him to the temptations 
ofa public school, but had him grounded in 
Latin by a govern whose high moral char- 
acter and education wers were attested by 
three duchesses, and intrusted him subse- 

uently to the care of a gentleman who, as a 

ellow of Balliol and chaplain to a bishop, had 
earned and deserved a reputation for all desir- 
able knowledge and virtue. Immediately be- 
fore Lord Purefoy reached the age at which he 
became qualified to sit and legislate among his 
peers, two resident tutors, and three who 
visited the house daily, were engaged in put- 
ting on the final touches, He came of age at 
the country-seat of his family, where -he owns 
seven parishes, and returned immediately 
afterward to London with his mother. He 
was, andis,acharming and virtuous young man, 
For twenty-one years and as many days he 
never gave his mother a moment’s real uneasi- 
ness; but on the day three weeks after he had 
attained his majority, he walked into her 
boudoir and, without wasting time over any 
preliminary explanations, announced that he 
was engaged to be married. The Dowager- 
Lady Purefoy was seated in her favorite rock- 
ing-chair, and the stert of horror which she 
fave almost sent her backwards out of it. As 
t was, being a young woman for her age, she 
extended her feet, gripped the arms, and, by 
& strong effort, maintained her equilibrium. 
The danger, and her escape from it, steadied 
her nerves, 

**Married, my dear boy!” she cried; ‘* what 
do you mean? Who is she? Where did you 
meet her?” 

— Purefoy answered the last question 
rat. 

“*T met her, mother,” he said, slowly and 

uletly, as if his mind dwelt with pleasure on 
the incident, ‘tin St. James’ Park.” 

** Who introduced you?” 

** No one.” 

Lord Purefoy had been admirably educated, 
but he had never been checked. Before ten 
minutes were over there had been a ‘* Row 
Royal” between mother and son; and she had 
learned that the family temper, till then dor- 
mant, had undoubtedly b2en inherited by her 
ere son, and also that the future 

untess of Purefoy was a bar-maid at a Re- 
gent street restaurant, who had asked him the 
time as he walked home after listening to a de- 
bate from the Peers’ gallery in the House of 
Commons. In three days Lord Purefoy had 
gone into chambers in Piccadilly, owing to his 
mother’s refusal to receive his fiancee, and the 
date fixed for the marriage was in every 
‘* society” paper. ne and the re- 
verse poured in upon him; but, having gath- 
ered the general drift of his relatives’ corres- 
pondence from the first two or three epistles 
which he received from them, Lord Purefoy 
took to burning their letters unread. He was 
lighting a ci tte with one, at the head of 
which he had seen thecrest of a distant cousin, 
when a word or two which he could not help 





seeing caused him to pause and unroll it. 


DEAR PuREFOy,—So delighted to hear of 


your approaching wedding, and of your inten- 


tion to marry for love a woman whom you 


have chosen for yourself, and who, no doubt, is 


in every way worthy of you. Come down and 


stay with us for a week, and bring her with 
you. Wego tothe Limes to morrow, so come 
soon. 


Your affectionate cousin, 
Kitty GoLicHtT.y. 


Now, Lord Purefoy had not seen Lady Go- 
eard 


made his hair curl with hor- 


m the reception which he 


ition of his beloved one. 
** Are they rich, dear?” asked Miss Giles. 
** Always in debt,” he answered ; ‘‘ nobody’s 


enemies but their own, I believe, but foolishly 
improvident.” 


* Like as not they are after your money, dear 
boy,” she said. 

‘*A Purefoy never imputes motives,” he an- 
swered, adding, as she still looked dissatisfied : 
‘*you shall help your relatives and I will 
assist mine.” And they accomplished the rest 
of the journey with her head upon his shoulder, 
while she in turn pictured herself setting up 
every uncle and cousin who had been kind to 
her in palatial re houses, and sprinkling 
with the dust of her haughty chariot wheels 
those who had thwarted her in childhood or 

rophesied evil results when she adopted the 
| a as a profession and exposed herself to the 
temptations of the metropolis. Arrived at the 
Limes, they found that every one had gone 
upstairs to dress for dinner, except Lady Go- 
lightly, who received them in the hall and took 
Persephone upstairs at once, to show her her 
room. Lord Purefoy walked behind them, bear- 
ing what his fiancee called her “‘reticule.” It 
was in crimson plush, and would, no doubt, have 
looked charmin:z with a coronet upon it. Two of 
the footmen had been carrying up the log age 
and were coming out of the room, “ Bill!” 
cried Persephone, as one of the men passed 
her. The man turned ; he was a good-looking 
young fellow, with well-oiled hair and a sickly 
smile. He knew Persephone, that was evident; 
but he did not seem quite prepared for what 
followed. She was a warm-hearted girl, and be- 
fore Lord Purefoy quite realized that a mutual 
recognition had taken place, his betrothed had 
kissed Sir Harry Golightly’s valet under his 
mistress’ nose. Lady Golightly has so complete 
a command over her features that she says she 





A Last 





never changed color or smiled; she also says 
that the scene was unplanned and unrehearsed, 
which may be true. ‘“‘Of course I knew his 
name was Giles,” she told the ladies when she 
got downstairs; “but I could not guess all 
Giles’ were first cousins,” 
** And Lord Purefoy?” said some one. 
“Oh, he has told her never to be ashamed of 
her relatives, and quotes Lady Clara Vere de 
Vere, and King Cophetua, and the Bible, and 
all sorts of things, I know; but he did look 
rather uncomfortable. The person I felt sorry 
for was the man; he looked as if he wished 
the stair carpets would open and swallow him 
safely down into the servants’ hall.” Then 
some of the men came into the room, and her 
ledyship was silent. Lord Purefoy and Mias 
Giles came down last and were duly intro- 
duced, The other people evidently knew one 
another and their hostess well; they showed 
great pleasure at being introduced to Perse- 
a and some surprise when she shook 
ands with them all round. It was a ceremony 
which Lord Purefoy would have cut short if he 
could have caught her eye. Catching a per- 
son’s eye is difficult, even when you sit oppo- 
site to her at dinner ; and Lord Purefoy on one 
or two occasions, tried it in vain, much regret- 
ting that Lady Golightly should have separated 
him from the object of his affections, Cham- 
pagne always flows at the Limes, and Perse- 
phone evidently liked the brand supplied. She 
apparently also liked the conversation of 

aptain ham, who sat next her; at all 
events, her laughter was “frequent and pain- 
ful (to Lord Purefoy) and free.” He felt for 
what he correctly imagined to be her foot 
under the table, and he pressed it warningly. 

‘*Some one’s squeezing my foot under the 
table,” she said to Captain Masham, in her out- 
spoken, innocent way. She did not know how 
loudly she was talking, nor reckon on asudden 
pause in the conversation, which made her re- 
mark audible to every one at the table; but 
she did not mind, especially as no one laughed, 
and no one seemed surprised ; indeed, it was 
curious how much every one seemed to take 
Persephone as a matter of course, The ladies 
certainly did not speak to her; but the men 
addressed her across the table, and she an- 
swered them freely, all except Lord Parefoy, 
who grew graver and more silent as the meal 
proceeded, She was a very handsome girl, and 
she looked very pretty as she grew animated 
though the hand with which she was inclined 
to gesticulate was not so white as Lady Go 
lightly’s, Lord Purefoy had paid a good price 
for he: dress; it struck him at dinner that 
there was not quite so much of it as his hostess 

and her fair guests seemed to think requisite. 
Perhaps their necks and arms were not equal 
to those of Persephone. 

‘She is a charming girl,” said Lady Golightly 
to him in the drawing-room after; ‘so 
natural.” 

“Yes, yes, of course; she is quite a child of 
nature,” he said, uneasily. 

** She has been ae us stories of her past 
life,” said Lady Golightly ; “I wonder if you 

now them all. 

Lord Purefoy blushed furiously ; in spite of 
his strict education, he had understood one of 
Persephone’s anecdotes sufficiently to have 
warned her then and there not to repeat such 
things to any one. 

‘* Where is she?” he said. 

**In the conservatory with Captain Masham. 
She seems to have quite captivated him; you 
had better be careful, though.” 

**Ts he the Captain Masham who—” 

“Oh, Purefoy! did the bishop's chaplain let 

ou read the divorce reports? Poor Charlie! 
e figured rather badly in that case, I know.” 

‘*I wish you would show me the way to the 
conservatory, Cousin Kate,” said Lord Parefoy. 

Now Persephone was sitting in a very dark 
corner, and Persephone, according to her lights, 
was doing no wrong. Perhaps she was chilly ; 

rhaps she did not know it was Captain 

asham’s arm and not the back of a wicker- 
chair against which she was leaning. She 
certainly did not know that, the week before, 
& young man who was reckoned to be on the 
point of proposing toa nieceof Lady Golightly’s, 
was tracked into the conservatory, and the 
clear, cold, useful brilliancy of the electric 
light suddenly turned on with a snap, just as 
he was following her upon his knees round 
the little marble fountain. The joke was in 
the worst possible taste ; and the roar of laugh- 
ter which the situation caused broke off for the 
time, at least, a fairly promising love affair, 
and caused a grand quarrel in the smoking- 
room afterward. It was only for a second that 
Lady Golightly turned on the electric light, 
twisting the little ivory button first to the 
right and then to the left. 

‘She is quite a child of nature, Purefoy.” 
she whispered in her softest tones, as she drew 
him back into the drawing-room; ‘‘and so is 
Captain Masham; perhaps he, too, is her 
cousin.” 

The family solicitor thought Miss Giles must 
really be a very nice girl to accept so smalla 
sum as five thousan oe, and wondered 
why Lady Purefuvy, who paid it, should say 
that the whole affair had cost her seven thou- 
sand five hundred pounds, Perhaps Lady 
Golightly could explain. 





A Gaucherie. 
(Guests just leaving.) 
Peofessor—-I fear dot I gome doo late. 
Affable Young Hostess—Ah, no, professor ; 
you cannot come too late. 








Facial Expression. 


A man’s occupation has a great deal to do 
with making his facial expression. Studies, or 
scholarly professions, intellectual pursuits, 
when coupled with moral habits, brighten the 
face and give a superior look. An unselfish 
nature, or love of studies or arts, will make a 
bright, pleasant face; but, on the contrary, a 
man may have a face that does not please any- 
one, because of pure selfishness, It may be 
noticed that soldiers get a hard, severe look ; 


Resort. 


She—I am thinking of buying a typewriting machine. Can you use yours easily yet ? 


He—Not a bit. I’ve been fighting with it a long time, but I sh 


or two. 


conquer it in a week 


She—Ah, you've found the road to success at last; what is it 


? 
He—Well, as a last resort I am going to marry the young lady who sold it.—Judge. 
































































laborers look tired ; reporters look inquisitive ; 
mathematicians look studious; judges look | fight at Altoona, a rifle-ball took Corse along- 


Karly toBed Early to Rise 
Mind yourbtisiness tell no lies 


Pay your debts and Advertize 
LuxuriousUndervests of Suitable size 


Prices most moderate not otherwise 

If-youwant tobeWealthy Healthy: Wist 

UponHealthBrandUndervests 
Cast your Eyes 


FOR SALE BY EVERY LEADINGDRY GOODS STORE 
~~/N THE DOMINION, —- 





4 W. A. MURRAY & CO., TORONTO 


D. GRANT & CoO. 


ARE THIS WEEK SHOWING A MAGNIFICENT ASSORTMENT Of 


Rich Dress Silks, Wool Dress Goods, Washing Dress 
Fabrics, Hosiery, Gloves, laces, Ribbons, 
Trimmings, Parasols, Umbrellas 


ALSO 











Millinery, Mantle and Costume Showrooms Now Open for the Season 


NOTE---Our Dressmakers have just received from New York all the 


latest designs for House, Street, Carriage, Dinner and Even- 
ing Costumes. 
Inspection invited by D. GRANT & CO. at 


New Stores, 206 and 208 Yonge St. 








The Season for Travelling to Europe 


Is now commencing, and the greatest necessity and 
convenience ito intending tourists is a trunk that can be 
taken into the cabin of the steamship and also strong 
enough to be used on the railways. 


We have this season made a special trunk that is 


the correct size to go under the berth on shipboard, 
and is of sufficient strength to withstand the usage re- 
ceived on railway journeys. 


H. E. CLARKE & CO. 


105 King Street West 


at the expense of General Corse. 








In the 


ave ; and a man whose home life is unhappy | side the head, making a slight wound that, at 
ooks all broken up. the time, was thought to be a great deal more 
| dangerous than it really was. When the word 
' reached Sherman, it had been greatly magni- 
fied, and he was informed that Corse’s ear and 
cheek were gone, but that he would still hold 
his position and fight it out. Meanwhile, Corse 
had tied up his head and gone on with the 
business he had been sent there to do. As 
soon as possible, Sherman hurried over, full of 
anxiety as to the amount of damage done his 
officer. Nothing would do but that the ban- 
dage must come off, so that he might judge of 
the damage for himself, The surgeon carefully 
took off the cloths and revealed a slight gash 
across the face and a hole through the ear. 
Sherman looked for a moment, and then dryly 
said: ‘* Why, Corse, they came d—d near 
missing you, didn’t they?”—TZhe Argonaut. 











La Manola. 


A face of pink and nacker! Tiger eyes, 
Fringed by long, silken lashes black as jet! 
A tortoise-comb high in soft tresses set, 

A fan in hand, of Oriental dyes. 





Screening delicious spheres that fall and rise 
Draped in a frail mantilla’s gauzy net. 

A satin slipper on a foot that vies . 
With Castile’s Queen, and which will quickly fret 


When, near the Prado, sounds of castagnette 
Of some great revelry or dance apprise. 
A vague, strange look of passion you surmise, 
You catch a pleasant scent ike mignonette ! 
She passes ’——-while from sensuous lips there flies’ 
The blue smoke of her twisted cigarette! 


————— oo 
General Sherman. 


The following anecdotes of General Sherman 4 
are not new, but are readable: Out at Fort ~ a {Hi 
Bayard there lay, for a long time, an old can- «I = 
non, of no use to any one. but which had 
greatly taken the fancy of an old Apache chief. 
He daily asked the commander for it, but was 
put off with the excuse that it belonged to the 
government and could not be a away. 
One day General Sherman arrived at the fort, 
and the request of the chief was referred to 
him. He examined the cannon, saw that it 
was worthless, and told the Indian he might 
have it, Then, putting on a grave air, he said 
to the chief: ‘‘I am afraid you want that gun 
so that you can turn it on my soldiers and kill 
them.” i no,” was the unexpected reply ; 
*cannon kill cowboys. Kill soldiers with 
club.” General Hickerloeper of Ohio tells a : ° 
story illustrating Sherman’s dry wit, rather a 
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BEECHAM’S PILLS 
curE SICK HEADACHE 


For Sale by All Druggists 
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_ HICKMAN’S 


Bo-Ka-Te 


(Bouquet Tea) 


50c. per lb. 5 Ibs. for $2.25 


ie etal If you like a cup of gene tea such se Se. 
Stands at the head of all Bicycles 2s to quality, style, | not be bought in any other store in the city, 
finish, running and lasting qualities. Other makers may try | Ww uarantee it will please you. 
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Music. 


Music has held high revel in Toronto during 
the last ten days. Since the date of my last 
writing there has been an entertainment or 
two every evening. On Thursday evening, 9th 
inst., Mrs. Drechsler-Adamson gave her con- 
cert to alarge audience, which was liberal in 
its demonstrations of hearty and sympathetic 
applause. The platform was beautifully 
dressed with flowers and handsome plants, 
and many floral acknowledgments were offered 
the performers, The programme was one 
which delighted the real lover of music, being 
distinguished by many concerted pieces, afford- 
ing a welcome relief to the eternal procession 
of solos so prevalent and sometimes, oh! so 
dreary. The string quartette, composed of 
Mrs. Drechsler-Adamson, Miss Lina Adamson, 
Miss Kate Archer and Miss Lilian Littlehales, 
showed evidences of thought and persistent 
rehearsal and played extremely well. The 
ensemble was very good, and the varia- 
tions of light and shade were unan- 
imous and well graded. The movement 
from a Mendelssohn trio by Mrs. Drechsler- 
Adamson, Miss Littlehales and Miss Louie 
Gordon, was equally well rendered, special 
praise being due to Miss Gordon for the in- 
telligent way in which she played the piano 


part. 
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Miss Lina Adamson, a young bebutante of 
tender years, gave a very bright rendering of 
De Beriot’s Twelfth Air Varie. She has a 
graceful posture, a good warm tone, an easy 
elastic bow and very good technique. 
Her taste is good and her artistic 
feeling is evidently being carefully cul- 
tivated. Mrs. Drechsler-Adamson’s _ per- 
formance of Vieuxtemps’ Fantaisie Caprice 
was brilliant and elegant in its correctness 
and ease. The lady showed a rich sympathetic 
tone and very fluent execution. Miss Irene 
Gurney gave areally delightful rendition of 
Liszt’s Le Rossignal and Grieg’s Norwegian 
Bridal Procession, combining in a happy man- 
ner great tonal force and delicate, while bril- 
liant execution. Miss Gurney’s readings are 
always pleasant in their agreeable sentiment 
and refined feeling. Mr. J. W. F. Harrison 
gave one of his best numbers on the organ, the 
bridal music from Lohengrin, in excellent style. 
There were only two vocalists, Mrs, Frank 
Mackelcan and Mr. H. M. Blight, both of whom 
were in excellent voice. The lady’s songs were 
exceedingly well rendered, one of them especi- 
ally, a little gem by Ethelbert Nevin, the name 
of which I have forgotten. Mr. Blight’s songs 
were bright and energetic and delivered with 
his usual ardor and style. 

cm 


Friday evening brought us Mr. Whitney 
Mockridge in a very pleasing recital at 
the rooms of the Ontario Society of 
Artists, in which he was assisted by 
Mrs, Frank Mackelcan, Mrs. Mockridge and 
Miss Hattie Mockridge. The latter ladies 
played the accompaniments and some brilliant 
and pleasing piano duets. Mr. Mockridge 
was in excellent voice and sang eight songs in 
a very artistic manner. His singing shows no 
signs of diminishment in its artistic excellence. 
He always shows elegance and good taste and 
his voice maintains its fine quality of 
tone. Mrs. Mackelcan’s songs were beautifully 
rendered, her fine voice and spirited singing 
rarely having been shown to better advantage. 
Two duets by these vocalists, Buch’s Dews of 
the Summer Night, and Groben-Hoffman’s I 
Feel Thy Angel Spirit, were rendered with 
great taste and effect. 


. 

On Saturday afternoon Mme. Helen Hope- 
kirk gave a piano recital at Association Hall. 
The large audience was present at the invi- 
tation of Messrs. Gourlay, Winter & Leeming, 
the enterprising young piano firm on Yonge 
street, whose fine Knabe piano was put to ex- 
cellent use by the lady. She is a very accom- 
plished pianist, with a tone of large volume 
and warmth of quality. Her execution is 
fluent and certain, with a pleasing delicacy of 
touch, and she plays with great sentiment and 
poetic feeling. Altogether I was very much 
pleased with her playing for its artistic 
excellence and general refinement. The per- 
formance was largely modern, a depart ment in 
which she appeared to great advantage. Mrs, 
Caldwell, greatly to the regret of everyone 
present, was ill, and her place was taken by 
Mr. W. Edgar Buck and Mr. Harold Jarvis. 
It was the first time I had heard Mr. Buck and 
I was much pleased with his voice and with 
his rendition, but must confess to a wish that 
he would make his words more distinctly 
heard. Mr. Jarvis sang excellently and made 


a hit with his rendering of Lohr’s Margarita. 
a 


The carnival of the amateurs has commenced. 
One party, a large and thoroughly efficient one 
at that, opened the ball with The Mikado on 
Monday evening last, and next week the Har- 
mony Club puts on Iolanthe. The Mikado had 
a splendid chorus, brilliantly costumed and 
excellently trained by Mrs, Obernier. Up- 
wards of sixty choristers were on the stage 
and made a fine showing. They had a large, 
ringing body of tone, with an especially 
able contingent of altos. The only drawback— 
but it was rather a serious one—to the effective- 
ness of the chorus, was that there was no con- 
ductor, which resulted in occasional lapses from 
unanimity of time, and in bad attacks, The 
soloists were very good. Miss Kate Ryan 
never made a better impression than she 








to hear an Irish play we throw away all inten- 
tion of criticism proper and expect to see one 
of the old brand—a gentleman villain, with a 
sugar-loaf hat, and a ruffian villain who cracks 
jokes, and is in the third act shot and left 
for dead by his partner, but who turns up 
in the fourth and last act to give his dandy 
confrereaway. The scenery should not fail to 
include one scene of a cave by the sea. Io be 
sure, the cast of Myles Aroon includes both 
species of villain, with a third and hybrid one; 
but the gentleman villain wears no sugar-loaf 
hat, nor plum-colored great-coat, nor drab 
trowsers ; neither does he shoot either the ruf- 
fian or the hybrid villain ; nor does the scenery 
include a cave by the sea, although this de- 
ficiency is perhaps made up for by The Glen 
of Good People. In fact, most of the char- 
acters are tamed down to their modern attire. 
If the old Irish drama is to be done away 
with, prithee give us a new one that is really 
modern. Don’t put old wine fi(or vinegar 
would, perhaps, be a better simile) into new 
bottles, else the results we all wot of will 


created as Yum-Yum. She sang splendidly 
and her acting was worthy of a professional, 
its only fault being that she was 
perhaps a trifle exuberant, Miss Sadie Burns 
as Pitti-Sing was excellent and won a well 
merited encore. She was ably sustained by 
Miss Reta Ryan as Peep-Bo. Miss Mabel 
Gardiner's Katisha was excellently performed. 
Her singing was very pleasing and her acting 
was very earnest. Mr. A. L. E. Davies sang 
the part of the Mikado excellently. ¢He has a 
fine strong voice and good enunciation, 
and acts very well. Mr. G. A, Parr as 
Nanki-poo was very fair, his singing being 
slightly marred by a tendency to get away 
from the pitch. Pooh-Bah, sung by Mr. Harry 
Barker, was excellent, and our own W.'E. 
Ramsay shone resplendently as Ko-ko. Mr. 
Ramsay's efforts were received with plentiful 
applause. 




























A large audience attended a concert given on 
Monday evening at Trinity Methodist church, 
at which the performers were Mr. Harold 





TORONTO SATURDAY NIGHT. 


Jarvis, Mr. and Mrs. S. H. Clark and Mr. 
An excellent programme was 


Arthur Depew. 
rendered to the pleasure of all who attended. 
oe 


Next week's events comprise the concert on 


Tuesday evening by the Toronto Vocal Society 
under Mr. W. Edgar Buck with Miss Clemen- 
tina De Vere, Mr. Franz Wilczek, and Mr. 
Harold Jarvis as soloists ; and on Thursday and 
Friday evenings the Harmony Club will play 
Iolanthe, with a chorus of fifty voices, an en- 
larged orchestra, eleven principals and the 
band of the Royal Grenadiers on the stage. 
METRONOME, 








The Drama. 


Whatever may be said of amateur trage- 
dians or amateur comedians, a comic opera by 
amateurs is always one of the few wholly en- 
joyable events of the season. I suppose the 
reason of this 1s, that the natural tendency of 
the amateur is toward exaggeration, and as 
exaggeration is half the spirit of the comic 
opera stage, such a performance is bound to 
be enjoyable. With astage full of performers, 
all enjoying the thing and entering with their 
whole heart and soul into it, a much poorer 
opera than the Mikado would be bound to “ go.” 
On the first three nights of this week at the 
Academy, the black eyes and rosy cheeks of 
Old Ireland were seen to advantage in Jap- 
anese costume, and they made pictures quite 
as beautiful as that of the Musmee of whom 
Sir Edwin Arnold has written: 

The Musmee wears a wondrous dress. 
Kimono, obi, imogi. 
A rose-bush in spring loveliness 
Is not more color-glad to see ! 
A velvet string between her toes 
Holds to its place the unwilling shoe, 
Pretty and pigeon-like she goes, 
And on her head a hood of blue. 
The Musmee’s heart is slow to grief 
And quick to pleasure, love and song ; 
The Musmee’s pockethandkerchief, 
A square of paper! Ali day long 
Gentle, and sweet, and debonair 
Is—rich or poor—this Asian lass. 
Although the gentlemen were exceedingly 
good in their parts, the ladies were much 
better. I waited until Tuesday night to see 
the performance, and I suppose that Monday 
saw a few first-night mishaps, but on Tuesday 
I only noticed two slips, and these, though 
slight, were both made by gentlemen. The 
four young ladies in the cast were almost per- 
fect in their parts. To criticize the singing is 
out of my province, but the action and recita- 
tion of these young ladies was almost perfect. 
Miss Katie Ryan was the beautiful raven- 
haired Yum-Yum. Her comedy was most 
enjoyable in its unconsciousness, and her 
movements and expressions were very pretty. 
Her whole performance was of such uniformly 
fine quality that it is impossible to make 
special mention of any particular part of it, 
which would not seem detrimental to the rest. 
Miss Sadie Burns as Pitti-Sing, was a piquant 
representative of that piquant young lady. 
Her dancing was very gracetul, particularly 
the incidental one with the song, For He’s Gone 
and Married Yum-Yum. Her whole work was 
done with a spirit that captured the hearts of 
all beholders. Of Miss Reta Ryan as the demure 
little Peep-Bo, less was required, but she made 
the best of her part and was particularly naive 
in her share of the dialogue in the second act. 
Miss Mabel Gardener as Katisha, was splen- 
didly made up. In her acting she showed fine 
dramatic talent, and in her furious glances her 
eyes showed smouldering fires. Her carriage 
befitted the dignity of the daughter-in-law 
elect, as did her graceful dancing. Toronto’s 
well-known humorist, Mr. W. E. Ramsay, was 
Ko-ko and surpassed himself in the part. His 
make-up and action were particularly mirth- 
provoking, and his amusing dancing and gyra- 
tions must have kept him almost continu- 
ously breathless. His witticisms and com- 
icalities always made the best possible 
effect. Mr. Davies took the part of 
the Mikado in a very creditable manner and 
was a favorite. The gentleman who acted as 
umbrella carrier was also very funny. Mr. 
Harry Barker, as the grasping Pooh-Bah, well 
represented that unctuous scion of the pre- 
Adamite globule. This gentleman has, I be- 
lieve, previously won laurels in Maritana. 
His performance quite satisfied all expecta- 
tions. Mr. G. A. Parr was a grave Nanki- 
Poo and was well received. Mr, E. Dwyar’s 
Pish-Tush was a dignified performance, The 
large chorus’s dancing and costuming 
was splendid, although a little more at- 
tention might have been given to fan 
drill. Altogether the performance was almost 
as good as, and much more enjoyable 
than a performance by one of Stetson's com- 
panies. On Monday and Tuesday the proceeds 
went to the Sunnyside Home, and on Wednes- 
day night the Theatrical Mechanics’ Associa- 
tion was iucky enough to secure a benefit. 
The floral tributes presented to the young lady 
performers on each evening, were costly and 
beautiful. Much credit is due to Mrs. Obernier 
of London, under whose management the opera 
was performed, 





At the Grand, during the latter half of last 
week, the attraction was W. J. Scanlan in 
Myles Aroon, The piot of this play was 
sketched in last seasou’s criticism of the per- 
formance. Suffice it to say that the play was, 
if anything, more flat than ever. When we go 









































follow. 









The peasantry in Myles Aroon are passable, 







in fact, the labor of carrying the show has 
been transferred from Scanlan’s to her young 
shoulders, Scanlan's newest songs are what 
brother Metronome calls twaddle, the Swing 
song, perhaps, with its pretty waltz-motion, 










audience were chiefly enraptured with the 
lovely and laughing little figure swing- 
ing out over their heads. The old time 
Peek-a-boo was also one of the few bright 
features of the performance. € Of Mr. Scanlan’s 
amateurish acting, the less said the better. 











old-time favorites. Laura Webster, as Mother 
Bet, did the best work in the performance, 
Mattie Ferguson, though not beautiful, was 
successful as Maggie Iarrell. Stella Teuton, as 
Lady Grover, had a sweet voice, of whose 
dulcet tones she seemed to be a trifle too 
much enamored. She is evidently fresh 
from a school of elocution and her accents 
and inflexions were very correct. Her acting 
was mediocre, as was that of most of 
the company, when it was not worse. Of 
Constance Wallace as Nelly, I have already 
spoken, It may be said of the Irish landscape 
which was several times run in during the 
play, that the meadow grass in one part has 
suffered a sad blight since it first appeared in 
its Irish character. Perhaps this is due to the 
different atmospheres of the varied climes in 
which it has since figured. At any rate, what 
could be more suitable to this spring season 
than that that grass be kept in the fashion 
with a coat of green paint. 
* 






























George Thatcher’s company of so-called 
minstrels was the attraction at the Grand dur- 
ing the first three rights ofthis week. During 
the performance Mr. Thatcher disclaims any 
resemblance to the old-time minstrel show. 
There are a few black men who play bones and 
tambo in the show, and Messrs. Thatcher and 
Sheppard, who do most of the comedy, are for 
no particular reason corked. What claim the 
great part of the show has to the name of 
Minstrelsy it would be hard to say. 
The comedy work of the two men 
above mentioned is certainly enjoyable, 
and the slack wire performance of 
Mr. Frank La Mondue, who seems to have 
out-Frenchified France in the selection of his 
name, was the best I have ever seen, The 
quartette was excellent when singing together, 
but its members did not shine as soloists with 
the exception of Mr. Frillman, the basso pro- 
fundo, who sang Sullivan’s Lost Chord, and The 
Mighty Deep in a creditable manner, although 
somewhat uncertain in his lower notes, Mr. 
Raymon Moore's solo, That is Love, ‘‘ took ” 
with the audience, although his rendering was 
almost entirely nasal, the chorus by the quart- 
ette, however, redeeming the piece. Mr. Jose’s 
voice is an alto and Mr. Lewis’ a baritone of 
poor quality. The best dancing was done by 
Mr. John A. Coleman, and the Fete of the 
Gondoliers was dreary. The jokes were by 
no means new, and the costumes the worse of 
wear. An original feature, something of the 
style of the drunken man at the circus, was 
introduced on Monday night. In one of the 
boxes was seated an old, respectable-looking 
and apparently quiet old gentleman. At one 
of the most aggravating of the old jokes he 
burst into most uncontrollable fits of laughter, 
which his female companion tried to quiet. 
At last he got up and made a speech, saying 
that the joke was the best he had heard that 
evening, etc., with incidental padding. Fin" 
ally, as the curtain was going down for the 
intermission, he jumped on to the stage, and 
throwing off his coat, joined in the finale dance. 









































Among the books which delighted my boy- 
hood’s heart was Struggles and Triumphs, by 
P, T. Barnum. It was quite a thick book, and 
Ido not think I ever read it through, but I 
used to read a chapter here and a chapter there 
and was introduced toa world of queer char- 
acters. I read of Tom Thumb and Commodore 
Nutt, and thought with delight of that won- 
drous paradise, the Great American Museum. 
Through every chapter in the book shines the 
genial personality of the author, and he was 
veritably a children’s friend, as far as I 
was concerned, I think many little boys out 
in the country must almost have shed tears 
when they heard of Barnum’s death. ‘How 
many and many a boy has come dawéling 
along the white road some hot August morn- 
ing and has been suddenly awakened to activity, 


and started to run kicking up great clouds of 
dust with his bare feet, at a distant sight of the 
ee Daeter poring pictures of the baby elephant 
and the lady lion tamer in the hotel shed, and 
the whole surmounted by the magical name 
of Barnum. I was not born in the country 
myself, but a near relative of mine who was, 
tells me that once when he was alittle fellow 
he was so overjoyed by a promise to be taken 
to Barnum’s circus, that he commenced a high- 
land fling combined with a sort of soubrette’s 
kick down the length of the great kitchen, 
with the result that he fell into a large pot 
of soup which was cooling on the hearth and 
was so invalided home from church, circus or 
ony other diversion for a considerable length 
of time, 
















Barnum was a pein who conquered parson, 
layman and child. May happiness be meted 
out to himin the hereafter in proportion to 
the happiness which he, while on earth, meted 
out to his fellow men ! TOUCHSTONE, 


the gentry ridiculous, the little girl beautiful; 


making an exception, although I think the 


Messrs. Robert McNair and Thaddeu's Shine are 












































"Varsity Chat. 


This is my last ‘“‘chat.” The college year is 
rapidly spinning out its closing hours, and the 
examination ordeal, which robs the month of 
May of its merriment to us, is near at hand. 
The events of the past six months lie behind us 
like visions of a departed age. It is to the fu- 
ture we look. The freshmen, sophomores and 
juniors are about to take one step forward. 
The seniors! what of them? Yes, they, too, 
will take a step forward, but this step will land 
them on the threshold of practical life. Four 
years ago they withdrew from the world, with 
its daily round of pleasures and cares; now, 
with keener minds and more sensitive natures, 
they are about to return to it again. May what 
they have learned within ’Varsity’s halls be a 
source of pleasure and a tower of strength to 
them throughout life’s journey ! 

Sd 





Lectures have ceased for this session and the 
students can now devote all their time to read- 


ing for the examinations. 
* 


The law examinations begin on the 27th inst. 
and continue for three days only, as candidates 
for the final examination alone will be writing. 
The first, second and third year examinations 
in law are held at the same time as the arts 
examinations, which begin on May 1. 


Prof. W. J. Ashley, M.A., is editor of the 
University of Toronto studies in Political | 
Science. The second number of the first series | 
has just been issued, and it contains an article | 
on Municipal Monopolies and Their Manage- | 
ment, by Mr. A. H. Sinclair, B.A. In the first 
part of the article is a compilation of statistics 
and propositions about municipai matters, and 
the second part is devoted toa comparison of 
publicand private management of municipal | 
monopolies, The writing of this pamphlet has 
involved an immense amount of labor and Mr. 
Sinclair has performed his task with great 
care, all ‘‘ without money and without price,” | 
and he is to be congratulated on the success of 
his work. : 


The future student, yea, and the future his- 
torian of our college will always find something 
new and interesting in the library, for dona- 
tions of rare and valuable books have been and 
are still being received from every quarter of 
the globe. The republic of letters knows no 


eographical or political divisions, and from 
the ends of the earth the requirements of our 
library are being supplied. Some of the books 
which Gibbon ‘‘thumbed” before he wrote 
The Decline and Fall of the Roman Empire, 
have recently been received from Rev. E. 
Spencer of Tavistock, England, and other books 
equally as interesting are on their way, 


At the annual meeting of the Y. M. C. A., re- 
yet were read by Mr. H. B. Fraser, B.A., Mr. 

. Graham, M. N. I. Perry, Mr. J. W. 
Wheaton, Mr. E. A. Henry and Mr. W. Silcox. 
The Association has had a progressive year, 
and will continue the good work next year 
with the following as officers: J. W. Wheaton, 
presstons F, J. Smale, first vice president ; 

- McDougall, treasurer ; J. Griffith, recordin 
sccretary ; R. G. Glover, and A. Smith (Schoo 
of Practical Science), councillors ; and J. Mc- 
Nichol, general secretary. 

ae 


* 


The sporting men are looking forward to a 
good season’s enjoyment and success. All the 
various clubs have elected their officers for 
the year, and Varsity expects every man to do 
his duty. - 


AsIam about to conclude I would ask all 
those whose names were mis-spelled in this 
column during the year to forgive the writer 
in the same spirit as they would forgive an 
examiner who would allow them to pass on an 
examination on which they had not obtained 
the requisite percentage. For those whose 
names have not appeared her: I predict a 
bright and honorable future. They are among 
‘the brainiest men” and ‘‘ there are only a few 
of us left.” When the holidays are over and 
the curtain rises again the present leading 
actors will be off the stage. Those who now 
take the minor parts will have advanced, their 
places will be taken by new actors, and the 
college drama of four acts will be played again 
in the space of one short year. t each act 
well his part and my successor will have a 
pleasant task. Drax ALEEN, 
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A Gentle Visitor. 


For Saturday Night. 
I, the balmy spring tide, 
Daughter of the sun, 
Down my father’s ‘* beam-slide” 
Laughingly do run, 





Golden wavy tresses, | 
Eyes of deepest blue ; 

Bringing father’s kisses, 
Earth I come to you. 


Usher gentle showers, 
Come back singing birds, 

Spring up fragrant flowers, 
Skip forth bleating herds. 


Steal out, happy lovers, 
Pipe out shepherd boy ; 
Splash out streams and rivers 
Dance out ships for joy. 


Wave ye graceful branches, 
Sigh ye quiv’ring leaves, 

Hold, ye rustic beauties, 
Rural revelzies. 


Mellow lighted bowers, 
Cheerful sunny slopes, 

With your magic powers 
Brighten faded hopes. 


Blighted heart ! may sunshixe 
Penetrate your gloom, 

Setting forth the spring time 
Shining ‘yond the tomb. 


I the balmy spring tide, 
Daughter of the sun, 

Down my father’s ‘* beam-slide ” 
Laughingly do run. 


Golden wavy tresses, 
Eyes of deepest blue, 
Bringing father’s kitses 


Earth I come to you. 
Ernest E. Laiou 





Housekeeping. 


For Saturday Night. 


When I was a little lassie, 
In a sunshade badly worn, 
And a dirty old drees and apron ; 
Which were pretty badly torn, } 
I used to have a sweetheart, 
And Jimmy Brown and me 
Have oft kept house together, 
Down yonder by the sea. 


Our house had a lovely parlor, 
Decked with seashells’ pearly glare, 
The sitting rocm and kitchen, 
Had all a sandy stare ; 
Such diehes made of clam shells, 
Crockery, class and stones, 
Dear little cups and saucers 
Made out of fithes’ bones. 


A bucket from an oyster can 
Hangs over the garden well, 

Another with a tongue put in 
Is for a dinner bell ; 

For a cradle was a sardine bex 
With a coverlet of glass, 

And a downy bed for baby (snail) 
Made of the greenest grass. 


Then there was the pasture 
Where the cattle used to dwell, 
A beauty little drinking trough 
Made from an oyster shell. 
And oh the pig and piggies, 
They were uasty and warty frogs, 
That Jimmy brought in a water pail 
From the surrounding bogs. 


Jimmy would oft go fishing, 
Catch cockles (which were whales), 
I'd tend to household duties 
And mind our babies (snails). 
We had flies without wings for oxen, 
For sheep and cows and goats; 
Ot eticks and seagulls’ feathers 
We made ocean-going boats. 





O dear ! such loads cf sweetmeats 

Jin my’s ships would bring to me, 

Bananas, oranges, gre and figs 
From the warm lands o’er the sea. 

But as Jim and I grew older, 
The ships got broke and lost, 

And our household goods and pasture 
Have gone to pay the cost. 


Yes, they were happy love days, 
Those days down by the sea, 
When I loved Jimmy really 
And Jimmy did love me. 
But now our mimic household, 
For long, long years has flown, 
And Jim and I as man and wife 
Have very fet ble grown. 
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Noted People. 


Emma Koch, wife of the famous German 





professor, has the entire charge of her hus- 


band’s immense correspondence. 


Mrs. W, K. Vanderbilt always wears a 
**common-sense” shoe and places her foot 


squarely on the ground in walking. 


The young Queen of Holland has her mourn- 
- ing costumes made of purest white, as did the 
famous Queen of Scots, ‘*La Reine Blanche,” 


after the death of the dauphin. 


De Lesseps was a vigorous, brilliant man at 
eighty, which was six years ago. Since the 
failure of his Panama Canal scheme, he has 
aged materially, and is now in quite poor 


health, 


Mrs. Shackleford—better known as Grace 
Greenwood—is a charming and distinguished- 
looking elderly lady, with big dark eyes, curly 
gray hair, and infinite graciousness of manner, 
Though no longer young, she is as full of en- 
thusiasm as a girl, and may be usually found 
at functions where literary folks congregate. 


Mrs. Charles Dudley Warner, wife of the 
well known author, is not inclined to literary 
pursuits herself, but fills a portion of her days 
in the quiet city of Hartford, where she has 
her home, busy at musical studies. Mrs. 
Warner is an accomplished artist on the piano, 
and a devoted admirer and interpreter of the 
classics, 


Mary Gay Humphries, whose versatile pen 
has brought her prominently before the public, 
is a brave, bright woman whom it does one’s 
heart good to meet. She is tall and slender, 
with an unusually expressive face, wears her 
curly brown hair cropped close, and talks ina 
fluent, animated way, on almost any topic 
under discussion, 


The czarina is almost entirely deaf. When a 
courier, carrying messages from her majesty, 
Augusta Victoria, appeared before the czarina, 
a lady in waiting secretly wrote down his mes- 
sage on a piece of pasteboard, which was 
handed te her majesty under cover of a fan, 
and after she had read it she answered in quite 
an unconcerned manner, 


The claim of an Illinois woman to be the 
widow of ‘‘Artemus Ward” excites much in- 
terest in his native town. The American 
executor of Charles F, Browne is Horace Max- 
field, who lives there,and who knows more 
about Artemus than any one else. Browne’s 
alleged marriage was never before heard of or 
suspected, and nobody credits it. 


Lady Tennyson has set to music of her own 
composing a number of the Poet Laureate’s 
unpublished songs, and they were first given to 
the public when sung by a young American, 
Mr. David Bispham, at a concert lately held in 
London. Lady Tennyson is a musician of no 
humble ability, and the poems, fifteen in Jal), 
will soon be published under a dedication “to 
Queen Victoria. 


Mrs. Harrison has made a number of im- 
provements in the White House, especially{in 
the kitchen and laundry. The floors of these 
were made of soft stone, so porous and acces- 
sible to damp that she found the remains of 
three wooden floors laid on top of them, one 
above another, and all in bad repair. Mrs. 
Harrison has had the place cleaned out, filled 
with cement and tiled. 


Mrs. Elizabeth Custer, widow of General 
Custer, is a hard-working literary woman. She 
has lately gone to Atlantic City, in order to 
rest and gain strength for writing a series of 
talks about Life on the Plains, which she will 
deliver before women’s clubs and schoolboys 
and girls, who are generally her devoted 
admirers and fast friends. Her Boots and 
Saddles and Following the Guidon have never 
lost their first popularity. 

In London, recently, a young woman ap- 
peared at the mask ball in Covent Garden 
arrayed in Egyptian gauzes, and the effect was 
so striking that an attendant was sent to her 
by the management with word that she must 
immediately cloak herself or leave the build- 
ing., She wasa delight to the eye but a ser- 
ious menace to the event, for this ball had been 
planned by Mr. Augustus Harris on lines of 
the severest decorum. Let it be said that the 
transparent young lady at once enveloped her- 
self in a rose-colored domino, and thus screened 
the only wicked beauty of the imposing occa- 
sion from general scrutiny. 


Miss de Wolfe, whose approaching debut on 
the professional stage is being generally com- 
mented upon, is now working tremendously in 
Paris preparing for the foot-lights. She takes 
lessons daily from half-e-dozen teachers; 
fences, dances, sings, studies voice-culture, 
elocution, and posturing under as many differ- 
ent masters as there are arts. Just now she 
has entered into the matter of wigs and cos- 
tumes with a devotion and exaltation awful to 
behold, and yet in the picturesque apartments, 
furnished from the spoils of her New York 
home, she finds time to entertain hosts of 
Americans who crowd her agreeable daily 
** five o’cloquers.” 

Miss Zoe Gayton is fond of walking. That is 
the reason why she declared that she could 
walk from ocean to ocean herself when she 
heard some friends marveling at the feat of a 
New York hotel-keeper and a professor of pen- 
manship, who had just completed a horseback 
ride across the continent. She was in San 
Francisco at the time. Being a woman of her 
word, she started to accomplish her task, Au- 
gust 27, 1890, accompanied by two male com- 


panions and two poodle dogs. Miss Gayton 
took the ferry-boat from San Francisco to Oak- 
land, but has walked the remainder of the dis- 
tance ; at least, she says she has. Sheis now 
very near her goal—Franklin Square, New 
York City. 

The brusqueness of manner and brevity of 
speech characterizing the red native of the far 
West, must be contagious, for not infrequently 
those thrown in intimate contact with the In- 
dian are observed to catch up his peculiarities 
of speech and behavior. A striking example 
of this theory to be met with in New York 
drawing rooms at present, is the once famous 
child-poet, Elaine Goodaie, As the affianced 
bride of a Christianized brave, she is being 
somewhat lionized, but, in ~~ of all tempta- 
tion, she refuses to roar, and is as reticent and 
silent as the strange race into which she will 
shortly marry. ss Goodale is still young, 
and contributes occasionally to the magazines, 
but her religious convictions and mission evi- 
dently preclude all worldliness, and her dress 
and manner indicate decided asceticism, 








A Summer Holiday. 


We walked down Yonge street tothe wharf, 
boarding the steamer Eurydice, and shortly the 
paddle-wheels were lashing the water into 
foam that looked silver-crested in the morn- 
ing sunshine passing through the eastern gap, 
with Ashbridge’s Bay on the one side and Han- 
lan’s Island on the other. We wave our hands 
to bid adieu to fair Toronto, with her miles of 
shipping and numerous spires, bound for 
Wilson, New York, a little summer resort 
where countless Americans and Canadians 
go yearly to rusticate and be systematically 
robbed. 

What a gloriously bright and sunny day it 
was, and what a pleasure to hear the little ones 
on board at the Sunday school picnic singing 
their songs. At Isast we see a long blue 
line on the horizon, which becomes more dis- 
tinct each moment. The steamer whistles, all 
is animation, we steam at half speed. Going 
to the gunwale we see the joyous crowds im- 
patiently waiting, waving their handkerchiefs 
to give us a kindly welcome, on the dock 
which juts out into the lake a hundred yards 
or more, where innumerable bare-footed urch- 
ins, away for their summer holidays, are fish- 
ing for small perch, and, on hearing the whistle, 
drop their tackle and run for the landing. The 
boat stops, the ropes are thrown from the port 
side, thegangways are drawnand we stepashore 
where friends embrace their dear ones. Then 
to a shallow little lake covered with water- 
lilies, across a pontoon bridge, and ,further on 
are clumps of poplar trees where, long before 
the sun in early morn has clothed the world in 
glory, the happy feathered children of the 
grove chant their sweet praise. A little 
path skirts the river which runs inland 
for several miles; on the other side is 
a charming Queen Anne cot with boat- 
house on the river’s brink. On going south 
are sweet meadows fenced in by rails or 
walled about by huge rough stones, in which 
the chipmunks love to build. We climbed a 
grassy slope and passed a wooded winding path 
that led into the little cemetery, over a wooden 
stile with steps. ’Twas Decoration Day, : 
and the graves of the heroes of the American | 








with me for purloining his fruit and trespass- 
ing on his property, and demanded an imme- 
diate explanation. I informed him that it was 
my first visit to the country and I had no idea 
that [ had (I say I, because my friend had sud- 
denly departed to indulge in a constitutional) 
been treading on forbidden grounds, thought 
they were wild. I remarked that the State of 
New York required him to fence the orchard 
in, and to have at the four cardinal points a 
board, signed by the clerk of the court: ‘‘ That 
any person found trespassing on this property,” 
etc. ‘‘You must be a lawyer,” he said. I 
acknowledged the soft impeachment, and 
asked him what brand of cherries he had 
planted, when he procured his first crop, 
what distance it was necessary to place 
them apart to ensure success, said that 
they were the most luscious I had ever 
tasted in my life. He then mentioned a friend 
of his who left there for Canada thirty years 
ago,and wanted to knowif Iknewhim. On 
answering in the affirmative, he suddenly 
turned, nodded his head, shook hands, made 
friends, delighted to see me, walked to his 
house, where he had a little revenge by making 
me bang an old Chickering piano, considerably 
out of tune, and sing comic songs until I was 
hoarse. We had a wholesome supper of home- 
made bread, buckwheat cakes, maple syrup, 
coffee and cream; and not being satisfied that he 
had entertained sufficiently the one who had 
robbed his orchard, he called his son George and 
told him to hustle to the barn and hitch up the 
old gray mare and bring her tothe entrance 
gate so that he could drive me himself to the 
American Hotel about a mile distant. 
J. A. RADFORD, 


W. C. VanHorne. 


Mr. W. C. VanHorne, whose portrait em- 
bellishes this page, is an American by birth, 
having been born in Hill County, Illinois, in 
February, 1843. His first railroad experience 
was acquired as a telegraph operator on the 
Illinois Central Railway at Chicago, where he 
started in 1856, Through the various positions 
of a railroad employee he gradually rose, on 
various American roads, until he became, in 











W. C. VanHorne. 


war were bedecked, by good kind friends, with 
flowers and flags whose stars I hope may 
never be disgraced, or stripes clouded. On 
turning towards the entrance gate to take a 
parting glance at a scene so picturesque and 
sad, we saw the name ‘‘Greenwood” with a 
weeping willow on each side. A plank walk 
leads from here to a quaint old house with 
shingle roof, and built of different colored 
pebbles from the shore, placed horizontally in 
stucco. It has a Colonial-looking porch, and 
latticed windows with glass cut diamond- 
shaped and almost lost to view in honeysuckle | 
and woodbine. This fine homestead is sur- 
rounded by an orchard laden down with red 
ripe fruit. From here through rows of cypress 
trees, we spy the village inn, that fronts an 
avenue used by early settlers as a trail. We 
register, and the Boniface’s wife asks what 
we would like for dinner. We mention 
fricassee of chicken as a very superior scheme, 
visit the yard with the intention of selecting 
our poultry, and come to the conclusion that 
we know absolutely nothing about these 
matters, as it turns out to be one of the most 
deliciously tough chickens I ever made a rash 
endeavor to bisect. 

After dinner, of which the gentle reader 
has already partaken with us, the adven- 
ture which I am about to narrate happened. 
In the afternoon we were invited to a lawn 
tennis party and had a jolly time, but were 
horribly eaten up by the festive mosquito, 
whose minstrelsy caused unorthodox orations 
from the boys. 

Returning in the evening, we considered that | 
we owed the orchard seen in the morning, an 
obligation to call on it, being strangers; did 
so, and we were progressing quite favorably 
when suddenly a dog barked, and we straight- | 
way made for the main road, but hardly 
rapidly enough, for he serenaded me in a 
most friendly and affectionate manner. In my | 
agitation I patted him on the cranium and 
recited, for the benefit of the excited canine, 
some of the most lofty, touching and plain- 
tively pathetic episodes of my childhood. Me- 
thinks he heard me not, for he never wagged 
his tail or shed a tear, but hung right on, For- 
tunately for me, his master was not far off. 
His appearance reminded me of that queer 
lone fisherman in Evangeline, He called his 
dog off, and just then I muttered a little 
prayer of thanksgiving to Heaven for my de- 
liverance. I should have done so long before, 
but was too busily engaged. He remonstrated 





October, 1878, general superintendent of the 
Chicago and Alton Railroad, leaving this road 
in January, 1880, to take a position on the 
Chicago, Milwaukee and St. Paul Railway. 

In January, 1882, he made another advance, 
crossing the border and becoming general man- 
ager of the greatest railroad in the world, of 
which Canadians are so justly proud, the 
Canada Pacific. In 1884 he became vice-presi- 
dent of the road, and some two or three years 
ago, on the resignation of Sir George Stephen, 
he was made president, which position he now 
holds. His career has been marked by that 
steady push and energy which has been de- 
nominated ‘‘ Western,” and Western men may 
well be proud of the country which has bred 
for the United States so many great states- 
men and soldiers, and such business “fighters” 
as W. C. VanHorne. 





*The Casting of the Bell in Breslau. 


(After the German of M, Muller.) 
Por Saturday Night. 
In Breslau town in time gone by, 
A great bell-maker dwelt ; 
An honorable master he 
Whose power in word and deed was felt. 





The bells he made were many, 
Some golden and some white, 
For churches and for chapels 
To sing God's praise and might. 


And full and clear and purely 
His bells had ever tolled, 

For Faith and Love blended 
With metal in the mould. 


Of many bells that he had made 
That has the chief renown, 

The bell that rings for sinners 
Of Breslau in the town. 


In tower of Magdalena’s church 
His masterpiece is hung, 
° And many stubborn hearts it bends 
By its sweet, pleading tongue. 


How has the worthy master 
So truly planned aright ? 

How has he plied his busy hands 
Alike by day and night? 


And now at last the hour is come 
Naught has been left undone. 
The shape is fastened in the wall, ' 

The metal soon will run. 


Then calls he to his ’prentice] 
And bids him watch with care. 
“* A moment's space I leave thee 
Here by the cauldron's glare. 


“* For first a strengthening drink I'll take 
That I mey pour aright, 
For then the brittle metal 
Bursts forth in fluid bright. 


** But see that thou be cautious, 
Nor dare to touch the tap; 
If 80, thy life, thou meddler, 
Shall pay for all mishap.” 


The ’prentice by the cauldron 
Looks down and sees the glow 

That waves in rolling eddies, 
And will no limit know. 


And in his ears it hisses, 

It shoots through every thought, 
And every finger tingles 

Till to the tap he’s brought. 


Then in his hand he feels it, 
And new he turns it round. 

An anxious fear comes o’er him— 
His mind is in a swound. 


He hastens to the master 
And will his fault deplore, 
And, low, his knees embracing, 
Will pardon there implore. 


The master hardly listened— 
One word was all he heard, 
Then eager had conquered reason, 
And sorely then he erred. 


Then deep his knife he plunges 
Into the boy’s young breast, 

Then rushes to the cauldron, 
No sense he now possessed. 


Perchance he yet may save it 
And haply stem the flow ; 

But see! The pouring’s finished. 
No drop is wanting now. 


And then in haste he draws it out 
And sees, yet will not see— 

A perfect bell before him stand 
From spot or blemish free. 


But at his feet the ’prentice lies 
His work has lost its charm. 

Ah, master ! angry master ! 
Thy thrust wrought cruel harm. 


And now he stands before the judge 
Himself he doth accuse ; 

The jury for the valiant man 
Would fain find some excuse. 


No one has power to save him 
And blood will still have blood, 

But listening to his sentence 
With upright head he stood. 


And now the fatal day has come . 
Hie hour of death is soon, 

But he may choose what weal he will 
For grace hath given this boon. 


I thank you, spoke the master, 
Ye gentle dear and true, 

But ’tis another favor 
My heart doth crave from you. 


Grant me but once to listen 
And hear the new bell clang, 
’Twas I who did create it, 
I'd know if clear it rang. 


The boon he asked was granted, 
The gentles thought it slight, 

And as he went unto his death 
The bell rang clear and bright. 


The master hears it ringing 
So full, so pure and clear. 
His eyes are overflowing ; 
With joy sprung forth each tear. 


And happy grew his glances 
Aad bright his transport shone. 

He heard the tone the bell spoke forth 
But heard far more than tone. 


And now he kneels and gives his neck, 
Nor quails before the stroke, 

And all that death has promised 
Life says I'll not revoke. 


Of many bells that he had made 
That has the chief renown, 
The bell of Magadalena, 
In Breslau in the town. 
BREsLav. A. A, MAcDoNALp. 


*This isan actual event that took place in Breslau in 
1385. 





Progress in the Right Direction. 


In a Newark factory where over three hun- 
dred women are — everything tending 
to their comfort and health is carefully con- 
sidered. The building is heated by steam. 
There are no rigid or unreasonable rules to fol- 
low. Each one has an obligation to meet, and 
if any instruction is to be given it is doneina 
kindly, pleasant way. The firm has a dining- 
room in the basement, provided with tea 
made on the premises. At such seasons of the 
year when food of a more substantial kind is 
necessary, soup is dispensed at two cents a 
plate—barely enough to defray its cost. An 
experienced cook is employed. Boxes of crack- 
ers are provided upstairs for girls who need a 
slight luncheon to support them until noon. 
Many of the girls prefer — home to dinner. 
To all such a liberal concession is made in re- 


gard to time. 


set apart for recreation at noon. 


piano. Among the girls are several excellent 
rformers, and nearly allthe girls dance. It 
8 no trouble to form a set or to start off in the 
dreamy waltz. On the window-sills at the 
“ball-room ” end of the room are pots of fra- 
nt flowers to help make the place cheerful. 
e firm has a big stock of umbrellas, so that 
in case any of the girls are caught in a storm 
one is loaned. There is a large steam-hea 
bath-room for the women, and one for the men. 
In the spacious grounds surrounding the fac- 
tory, seats have been placed in the shade of 
trees, so that in warm weather the girls can 
eat their luncheons in the open air, Ik 
leads from the premises into the street. 
hey have the luxury of an elevator and open 
fireplaces on each floor, and the lightest rooms 
possible to imagine, There is also a reading 
room supplied with periodicals for their use. 
The proprietors report that this attempt to 
minister to the comfort of their employes is 
entirely successful from a business point of 
view. The workers are by it made to feel that 
their interest is identical with their employers 
and that the success of the firm means their 
success, too. This development of this sort of 
spirit in the relations of capitalist to laborer, 
and vice versa, is likely to be one of the best 
= _ methods of doing away with “labor 
roubles.” 


—— 
John Morley. 


“‘ If John Morley had a vice he might become 
Prime Minister,” said a well-known politician 
the other day. The praise must not be taken 
too literally. The English do not actually con- 
sider vice essential in Prime Ministers, but 
prefer boldness to restraint, daring to plodding 
caution, passion to absolute self-control. They 
like a man who has some share of human 
weakness, just sufficient to show that he is 
like other folk, that there is some point in com- 
mon between himself and the people. Nobody 
has discovered a weakness in John Morley. He 
is not a man to commit a faux pas. He never 
boils over, he keeps himself at an even tem- 
pecerere and under perfect control. The Eng- 

ish idolize their passionate men. John Morley 

is not passionate. But all men respect him, 
and the masses are as fond of him as they can 
be of any public man who goes some distance 
along their way of thinking without becoming 
a demagogue, 

in spite of the fact that he was not, and 
never had been a journalist, Mr. Morley for 
three years edited the Pall Mall Gazette, which 
he subsequently handed over to Mr. Stead. 
Mr. Morley was pitchforked into journalism. 
Frederick Greenwood left the Pall Mall unex- 
pectedly, and a successor was required at once. 
Morley had a high reputation as a philosophic 
radical and a writer, and he consented to write 
leading articles and to lend the paper the 
weight of his name, His deficiencies as a 
journalist were marked, the chief among 
them being a lack of all-round interest in 
human aftairs. 

In those days Mr. Morley dwelt in Putney. 
He used to come up every morning and always 
walked across Hungerford Bridge. The sight 
of the Thames soothed and inspired him He 
used to get to the office about nine, and having 
read his letters, there followed a discussion 
between him and Mr. Stead as to the policy of 
the paper. The events of the preceding day 
were hotly debated, and the “‘ line” to be taken 
in regard to each carefully decided upon. This 
discussion would take half an hour or more. 

Then there was silence in the Pall Mail 
Gazette office for the space of some hours. Mr. 
Morley found it essential to composition that 
he should be absolutely quiet. He wrote with 
great ease, and his ‘‘copy” never needed any 
corrections. He knew exactly what he had to 
say, he knew exactly how tosayit. An opinion 
might possibly need modification sometimes 
an expression never. At 12 30 his leader would 
be finished, and he would soon afterward be 
free to walk across to che Athenzum Club, 
Here he rested for an hour. 

Morley has been described as an impression- 
able man, whose impressions need to be often 
renewed if they are to prove lasting, For this 
reason he should be, as he is, one of Glad- 
stone’s first lieutenants. He went into politics 
six or seven years ago, leaving journalism, and 
turning the Pall Mail over to * that good man, 
Stead,” who immediately began to send off his 
fireworks, though he had ignited the Thames, 
and proceeded to patronize his master, and the 
world in general. 

Mr. Morley speaks better outside the House 
of Commons than in it ; but even on the plat- 
form he is less interesting than many others 
that can be named. He does not let himself 
go. His delivery is monotonous. 

Morley is an agreeable man to know;; he is 

courteous without being courtly ; genial with- 
out being familiar. He left the editorial desk 
for a seat in Gladstone’s Cabinet. They say 
that his dream of life is to write a final history 
of the French Revolution—his book on Rous- 
seau, Diderot and Voltaire and others of that 
period having been preliminary studies for that 
purpose. 
John Morley is a Radical in politics and ‘an 
agnostic in his attitude toward religion. Stead 
called him a Puritan who had missed his way, 
adding that, although professedly the most 
free thinking of all prominent politicians, he 
is the one who in heart is the most profoundly 
imbued with the religious idea. 

Some one has said that John Morley is an 
emotional man. If that is so he keeps his emo- 
tions well in hand. They do not run away 
with him. He “sees clearly and thinks 
straight.” Inthe North (he represents New- 
castle-on-Tyne) they call him ‘* Honest John.” 
—Boston Transcript. 


~_ 


Women do not suffer as they used to, in 





Acorner of the second floor is | olden times, from contraction of the chest. 
In it is a fine | Just look at the size of the Saratoga trunks. 





Protecting the Innocents 





“Why, what are you doing, Mab, dear?” 


Mab—Looking through this rortfolio of new engravings and tak’ng out the ones that are 


unfit for Jack to see.—Judge, 








ee 


TORONTO SATURDAY NIGHT. 
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THE STAIN ON THE GLASS 





By JEAN KATE LUDLUM. 





CHAPTER XXIII. 
AT A DEATH-BED. 


elegram for Mr. Whitney! Miss Belaire 
hed ae from her machine as calmly as 
though she were in the habit of taking innu- 
merable telegrams for him. Mr. Whitney was 
out of town, but she knew his address and 
could send for him immediately if it were 
necessary. She took the message from the boy 
and signed for it; then, as he walked away, 
she tore it open in her quiet, inexcitable way 
and glanced over its contents. Had the eyes 
of the world been upon her, instead of — 
the bright eyes of the office-boy, she woul 
have been just as calm. Nevertheless, the 
message was a startling one. 

“Come to this station at once. Utmost im- 
portance. Bring witnesses. He is dying. 

And it was sane simply ‘“‘ John King ;” the 
station, Nyack. 

But Miss Kittie Belaire was equal to most 
demands upon her strength of mind and heart. 
She called the boy to her and told him she 
would have to leave for the day; that 
she was called away upon business. If further 
messages should come for Mr. Whitney they 
were to be sent mneneeeniely to her home until 
either he or she returned. If the boy was con- 
siderably amazed by this state of affairs it was 
not his business to say so, and she might have 
been speaking upon the most ordinary matter 
for all the interest he showed. Then Miss 
Kittie very quietly closed her machine and 
locked up the dictatiun book, and, | her 
hat and wraps and gloves, went away with her 
accustomed pleasant word of farewell to the 
clerks. She never forgot others, even at such 
a time as the present. 

Her mind was pretty busy as she waited 
for the elevator in the hall, for the message 
demanded not a moment's delay. | Whom 
should she go to for witnesses? She her- 
self would go up to Nyack, of course, but 
she must have witnesses. Then she remem- 
bered John King’s associates and hurried to 
the detective bureau as fast as possible. On the 
way she telegraphed to Frank Whitney what 
had occurred and sent another message to her 
mother. Everything was very business-like 
under Miss Kittie’s hands. L 

At what hours trains left for Nyack she did 
not know, but she went straight from the 
detective office to the Erie depot at Jersey City, 
in company with two well dressed men who 
were ordered to attend her. She carried money 
enough with her for any ordinary demand and 
need not delay further than absolute necessity 
called for. She was under intense excitement 
but would not betray it. Perhaps she was 

ler than usual, but the men accompanying 
cor did not know ber usual color and could not 
judge. They wondered considerably over the 
demure little woman beside them. 

The trip was not long but it seemed so to the 
girl. She hoped that Mr. Whitney would re- 
ceive the telegram and hasten to join them, 
Of the latter she did not doubtif he received 
the telegram. She was well! enough acquainted 
with the duty and importance of John King to 
know that there was not a moment to be lost 
in complying with his demand, There wasa 
boy upon the station platform, evidently on 
the lookout for them, and one of her compan- 
ions—they were shrewd men and understood 
pretty well what was required of them—in- 
quired of him how they could reach old Hard- 
man’s house at Nanuet. 

The boy was pale and thin, but he was not 
stupid. e had been sent to this station to 
wait for them; from John King’s description 
he recognized Miss Kittie. is pale face 
flushed with the strangeness of his position, 
and his voice was low and unsteady as he re- 
plied to the query, and asked if they were come 
in reply to M . King’s m e. 

** Yes, it’s all right,” said the man carelessly, 
but not roughly. ‘‘ Will you take us there in 
the quickest time ever you made, youngster?” 

**I comed for you,” the boy said, quickly. 
** He sent me.” 

After that none of them spoke a word. They 
hurried into the carriage in waiting, and 
ordered the driver to spare no horseflesh, to 
get them in time tothe break in the woods 
upon the Nyack turnpike, whence they could 
reach old Hardman’s house the better without 
observation. 

**He told me to take you the way nobodyd 
see you much,” explained the boy, in a fright- 
ened voice, as they ieft the carriage on the 
road, and followed their guide into the woods, 

regardless of underbrush or brier. ‘An’ I'll 
tell him you’ve come, if you’ll wait a minute in 
the hall, when we get there.” 

**Goit!” ordered one of the men, perempt- 
orily. ‘‘Make haste, youngster! It'll be best 
for you if you mind!” 

John King did not come down to meet them. 
He knew much better than to leave the bed- 
side of the old man who was in truth—such is 
the uselessness after all of grasping the glass 
of Time when once the drops are low—upon his 
death-bed. He sent Tom down again, and 
there was no necessity for him to urge the boy 
to make haste; he was bound to him too 
utterly by ties of kindness and fear to make 
him loiter. They were taken to the bare room 
above the kitchen where the old miser lay, the 
niece, finding to her surprise that it was use- 
less for her to object to this hired man doing as 
he wovld, when—still by some strange tie of 
life or fate—the dying man would keep him 
beside him, nor let him from his sight for a 
moment. To send the message to the lawyer, 
he was obliged to trust to Tom, ordering him 
to take one of the farm horses and go at his 
best speed. 

Very remarkable it was, this woman said 
to herself, as she saw the strange visitors 
to her uncie’s death-chamber, that this 
hired man dared invite his triends at such 
atime. Her shrewd eyes recognized without 
trouble that they were none of the country 
people ; no one she ever saw ; no one she could 
care to see. And here her eyes grew narrow 
and contracted in their great shrewdness, and 
a strange smile stirred her thin lips. 

She moved away from the bedside to make 
room for the newcomers, not daring to ask the 
why or wherefore for this intrusion, for she 
was learning remarkable caution since the 
new man came upon the farm; John King’s 
keen eyes were upon her, and she moved but a 
few steps, and there waited. 

Why she should so obey the mere glance of 
this man’s eyes, she did not know ; she did not 
even ask herself. She knew it was his wish 
that she remain where she was, and she re- 
mained. By and by, she stole very softly from 
the room, unnoticed in the horrible scene en- 
acted there; and even the hired man’s sharp 
eyes could not hold her, not being upon her in 
the deadly trial of mind and justice. 

She was very shrewd—oh, truly, she was 
wonderfully shrewd—was this woman ! 

The room was dark and close when they 
entered ; but upon their arrival, as though he 
dared not stir from the bedside, lest he should 
lose some wish (?) or some need of the dying 
man, John King crossed the bare, sweating: 
boards, anc opened the one tiny window to 
admit the air. It was a chilly day, and the 
wind searched the chamber through, as though 
to purify it, if possible, for the Great Guest 
soon to enter. 

bare, desolate, hard room in which a man 
must die. A rough, scant, scrimped room in 
which to meet such a guest. But the sunlight 
would creep in through the small panes, and, 
strangely enough, crept up and up and up to 
the foot of the bed, to the side, up even to the 
hands—ghastly hands,and convulsively clasped 
to the face of the dying man. 

Miss Kittie Belaire was a self-controlled 
woman, but she shivered and shrank away 
when her bright eyes fell first upon this livid 
face. John King saw this, and shook his head 
at her warningly. He was still, in appearance, 


manners had changed since their arrival. 

“It’s all right, miss,” he said, quietly, stand- 
ing very near the bed, ‘It’s the way we ve all 
got to go. But it'd, perhaps, be as well for us 
all to pray that death may not come to us as 
it's coming to him, nor”—a keen expression 
over his entire face—‘‘the same conscience 
haunt us when we lie dying.” 

‘““Mr, Whitney's coming,” said one of the 
other men, in a low tone. 

He glanced through the window, and recog- 
nized the lawyer, as he hurried from a saddle- 
horse at the gate—a horse tremblin and cov- 
ered with foam from the haste of his ride. 
There was some delay in obtaining an entrance, 
and the hired man was about to go down him- 
self or send Tom, when the door opened and 
admitted the newcomer. He was flushed with 
haste, but when he saw the group around the 
bed, he regained his perfect self-control, and 
joined them as quietly as though it were but 
an every-day affair, this slow approach of a 
terrible guest, the tall figure stealing across 
the snow of the woods, and lifting its powerful 
arm to strike down the shivering, shriveled 
old man, with his distorted face upon the hard 
pillow. - 

““You have done well,” he said to Miss 
Belaire, as he joined them. His eyes told her 
the rest. He trusted her fully—there was no 
doubt of that. ‘‘I came on at once. AmTJin 
time?” 

King nodded. The other men made place for 
him respectfully, for the young lawyer was an 
authority not to deny. Then their attention 
was concentrated upon the dying man. 

‘* He muttered some things I thought it well 
for others to hear besides myself,” said the 
hired man. ‘I rather think you will be pleased 
to hear what he has to say, Mr. Whitney. I 
shall question him a little more now that you 
have come. Be good enough to keep your 
attention upon his words. Had he died two 
weeks ago I have all that is needed—more than 
is necessary now. You are to remain to make 
strong any little last word he may wish tosay.” 

Mr. Whitney aodded. It was advisable not 
to prolong unnecessary conversation with the 
dread Angel of Death hovering at the doorway 
ready to enter when the one poor last ——s 
life’s red blood should fall from the might 
glass those convulsive fingers clutched wit 
such fierceness. Then John King bent over the 
struggling face upon the pillow and said very 
distinctly and slowly, his eyes upon those 
sunken, wavering eyes that had been very 
shrewd to cheat his fellow-men, but were of no 
use in cheating the Guest waiting at the door : 

* A horrible place—in that wood where the 
murder was committed, isn’t it, Hardman?” 

The effect of his words was startling even 
beyond his own expectation. The shriveled 
face started from the- pillow, and those wild, 
fading eyes stared from their sockets in terror, 

**A horrible place—ay, ay, a horrible place! 
An’ ther figger—there—see it ?—a-comin’, al’'ays 
a-comin’ ter strike me down as I—as I'd ‘a’ 
shot him on’y fer his faze an’ his voice! An’ 
when I couldn’t fer ther life o’ me do it, an’ she 
—she, Jane, my niece, come an’ took ther gun 
from me—an’ shot him—shot him herself, an’ 
he fell there—there at ther thicket! ’Tain’t 
*nough thet he keeps on callin’ o’ the lonesome- 
ness—but—he comes here with his—white face 
—a-sayin’ thet he knows things—he’ll set me 
behind sech bars!” went on the wild voice 
omer inaudibly, ‘‘how could we let him— 
ive?” . 

No other sound stirred the room for a mo- 
ment. Miss Belaire was pallid as death her- 
self, but she shook her head when Mr, 
Whitney offered to take her down-stairs. Then 
they gave their attention again to this horrible 
confession given from dying lips. 

** An’ ther boy!” muttered the stiff lips pre- 
sently, the wild eyes trying to search the room, 
the pallid face once more upon the pillow. 
** An’ ther boy! He was al’ays a-snivelin’ an’ 
a-cryin’ o’ my treatment as though I hain’t—a 
right to do as—I will with—my help— But 
good Lord!” again screamed the old man, 
starting up, struggling with the strong man 
who would hold him back upon the bed, fight- 
ing with a mad frenzy that made him the equal 
almost of this big, powerful man. ‘Good 
Lord! Hear him a-callin’—hear him a-callin’ 
so pleasant like thet he was lonely an’ fer us 
ter come along—o’ him—an’ walk together—” 

He sank back under the strong hands upon 
him, and his voice died out in a gasping 
and gurgling struggling for the breath that 
was so swiftly fleeting away. The starting 
eyes were dimming, they could not recognize 
even the bare rafters of the old familiar room; 
the bony fingers were untwisted and clutched 
the ragged covers about him. 

“And what of the man who was charged 
with the murder! What of him,I say?” de- 
manded John King, stooping over this horrible, 
distorted face and still speaking as slowly and 
distinctly as though to a child—but not a child 
surrounded with love orall good things—far 
from that! ‘‘ Yon would have let them hang 
him for your deed, had the law allowed that ! 
—— of him, I ask you, Hardman—tel] me 
that!” 

The semblance of that old, shrewd, cunning 
expression crept upon the livid face. and the 
eyes, almost beyond seeing again the light that 
streamed so radiantly into the bare room, were 
raised to the bending face, that made but a 
blur upon the blank of coming darkness, as the 
shrill voice, faint and broken with this hideous 
struggle to still hold that mighty glass in his 
shriveled, bony fingers, muttered and numbled 
inaudibly some reply, as though for the mo- 
ment even consciousness of hisown shrewd- 
ness had gone from him. Then, very swiftly, 
and without warning, the long, wild hands 
pushed aside those other detaining hands, as 
he struggled up in the hard, ragged bed, the 
ghastly face convulsed, and every last hint of 
blood in the hormble body sent into it by this 
one mad effort to speak. Even the big, wrath- 
ful stern man of justice shrank from him for 
the moment, as he cried shrilly : 

**What o’ him? Whato’ him? Ah! but it’s 
let him—die—let him die—let him die, says old 
Hardman! What—is it—to me who dies—if— 
I go free! Ah! Ah!— Good Lord!” once 
more broke off the faint voice in abject terror, 
the horrible form falling back upon the bed, its 
bony hands outspread vaguely to keep off the 
terrible Guest who had pushed ajar the door, 
aud must enter in spite of resistance. ‘ Lord! 
Lord! There he—is! Him—him an’ ther smile 
upon his face—an’ his eyes— Lord! Lord! 
Save me!” 

Perhaps it was the first time in all his long 
life that such a cry crossed his lips, or those 
long, grasping hands lifted towards the 
heavens for mercy, But, in truth, there was 
need, if ever there would cross those thin, pur- 
ple lips any cry for pardon, for the mighty 
Guest above the ghastly face, had laid its 
death-cold hand upon that convulsed face and 
shut out forever the beautiful sunlight, that 
would creep up over the bare boards, over the 
bed’s foot, up and up, across the ghastly hands, 
even resting in pity upon the distorted face. 

And, murderer though she knew him to be 
in intention, if not in act—the wisher of her 
friend's death, the cause of Roy Hilton's 

clouded life—yet Kitty Belaire covered her 
sweet eyes with her trembling hands and let 
the pitying tears come, while—who knows ?— 
a silent ay ta went up with this blood-stained 
soul to the merciful throne where there is no 
evading the justice that reigns supreme, 


CHAPTER XXIV. 
GONE. 


And in spite of the bitter anger in his heart 
against this man for the willful wrong done 
Roy Hilton, Frank Whitney turned from the 
bedside to the woman shrinking from such a 
sight, and whatever of anger was in his heart 
died out, looking in her pale, beautiful, merci- 


but the rough hired man of the farm, but his 








ful face as he held out his hands and lead her 
from the room very kindly, very gravely, as 
though it were not meet for other words to be 
uttered after that wild cry for mercy from dy- 


ing li 

fis hana was strong but gentle, holding hers 
within it, and the brave, strong-hearted Kittie 
Belaire knew that this was a friend whom she 
could safely trust as she went with him down 
the steep, bare, creaking stairs to the still 
barer kitchen, over whose stove the man above 
crouched and shivered so many and many a! 
time during the past winter-—the last winter 
of his life! She smiled up at him through her 
tears and drew her hand from his very softly 
but steadily. 

**T am quite myself now, Mr. Whitney,” she 
said, in*the soft, low, musical voice it was good 
for any onetohear. ‘‘I was so startled and— 
and sorry—” 

If in truth she were herself—calm, self-con- 
trolled Kittie Belaire—why should these soft 
words tremble and break and stop short upon 
the quivering red mouth? At any rate the 
handsome lawyer considered it necessary to re- 
tain the small, soft hand in his as he placed a 
chair for her near the stove—where but a faint 
trace of heat remained. The woman was not 
there. 

** You are exhausted,” he said, calmly, and 
with an authority rather pleasant than other- 
wise, glancing about the bare room, 

** You have followed out my wishes so well, 
Miss Kittie, that you have overtaxed yourself. 
But, thank Heaven, we were in time, and this 
deadly wrong may at last be righted—this ter- 
rible wrong that placed such a dark cloud upon 
as brave and true and noble a heart as was ever 
upon God's earth !” 

*“ And his wife!” said Kittie, softly, with a 
ii glance up in the handsome face above 
— ' it will be so good—so good for Helen to 

now 

** You shall be the one to break the good 
news to her, Miss Kittie,” said Mr. Whitney, 
smiling, though there was upon both their 
faces the trace of an emotion not to be easil 
erased after that scene in the room overhead, 

**But this woman?” she asked, presently, 
the deadened sound of footsteps in the room 
aboveratherdisheartening—remembering what 
had been there and was not now. 

* Yes—the woman!” said Frank Whitney, 
with astart. ‘‘He implicated her to such an 
extent—laying the height of the crime — 
her—that we must not let her escape. She 
came from the room some time ago. She must 
be somewhere hereabouts——.” 

But nowhere could they find her, though 
they searched the house through. From one 
room to another—each as bare and dreary as 
the others—but only the harsh vacancy of the 
rooms answered their low calling. 

** And now we've settled him,” said the hired 
man, John King, as he entered the kitchen 
some few minutes later, with his brother de- 
tectives and the boy. ‘‘ Now that we've set- 
tled him, Mr. Whitney, we will attend to this 
charming woman who is the only one left upon 
whom to set the dogs of the law. And a 
mighty ticklish scent it’s been, let me tell 
jou, with this sharp old man and the still 
sharper woman, both willing to sell their last 
shred of soul for money. A mighty ticklish 
thing it’s been! And if it hadn’t been for Tom, 
here—Tom, where are you, my lad—perhaps 
we'd have never made such a clear case as we 
have. But it’s for the woman to bear it now, 
and it’s her I’m afcer! Where is she, Mr. 
are Tom—you boys—Miss Belaire—gone? 
Lord! You don’t say it! Phew!” The dis- 
concerted mau fell back a — of steps, and 
his face was a mirror of blankness for a mo- 
ment. Then he straightened himself, leaving 
the house almost before the others compre- 
hended his intention. 

‘** Yes, I'm going,” he said, sententiously. ‘I 
don’t — her up so easy as this! She’s a she- 
devil if ever there was one, and she'll have to 
meet her fate! I wouldn’t have let her go,” 
he paused for a moment in the doorway to ad 
dress his companions; ‘“*I wouldn't have had 
her go not for all the money the old miser has 
been hiding with his sharp claws for these 
dozen years or so. No! I'd have let him go 
cheerfully in preference to her, if it’d had to 
—s And I'll run her down, sharp as 
she is. 

“ Wait!” said Frank Whitney, rising hur- 
riedly, and detaining him by a hand upon his 
shoulder, ere he vanished from the doorway. 
‘*Wait one moment, Cunningham! Who is 
the man who backed up these two villains you 
discovered working their rm against r 
Hilton, and where are they? We must know 
that before you go!” 

For an instant—and only for an instant—the 
man’s face changed to one of fierce anger. 
Then he shrugged his shoulders, and in doin 
so, shook off the lawyer’s detaining hand, 
and stepped from the doorway to the board 
beneath. His eyes went from one to another 
among them, and then ‘lighted upon the boy. 
A slow, keen, remarkable smile stirred his lips, 
as he answered distinctly and slowly—as he 
spoke to the dying man : 

“I’ve no time to tell you—now. It’s a long 
story. The lad there'll give you his name— 
maybe, if youask! Eb, Tom, lad?” And with 
a chuckle of exultation he was gone into the 
wood, none of them quite knowing which direc- 
tion he chose in his track of the woman who 
= herself even more shrewd than he had 

lieved her, and made good use of the half- 
hour’s start. 





CHAPTER XXV. 
SUSPICION. 

The house was terrible after the scene just 
enacted, and Frank Whitney, knowing that 
Miss Kittie Belaire was very unhappy during 
very moment of their stay, decided that he 
would go with her to the city, leaving the de- 
tective in possession of the house, the body and 
the twomen whom John King, or Cunning- 
ham as he called him, had secured in the barn, 
as soon as he Enew the old miser was dying, 

Since that night when they met by agree- 
ment with the tall stranger at the Nyack de- 
pot, the new man—for he went by that name 
since he entered upon the life on the farm— 
bided his time for making sure of these men, 
also on the watch for some treachery toward 
himself, knowing that they understood his 
calling, and the cause of his coming for work 
to their master. 

It was a pretty rough struggle for him to 
catch the two, for they were burly men, and 
more than equal to him in weight and muscles, 
but what he may have lacked in this he bal- 
anced by brain power ; and feeling that the de- 
cisive moment had come, he called the boy to 
his assistance, and facing them as they were 
at work in the barn, ordered them to yield at 
the muzzle of his revolver. For John King 
was a wary man,and knew the value of such 
weapons, 

He could never have taken them, however, 
without such aid, for they were desperate, 
knowing that their scheme for spoiling a man's 
character and earning gold through his enemy 
was discovered; but looking into the cold 
muzzle of the revolver, and being heartily as- 
sured that the first of them who stirred or at- 
tempted to escape should have the contents of 
one of the chambers into him, they could do no 
more than scowl darkly upon him and allow 
the po to tie their hands and feet, this being 
tho only manner in which the detective could 
secure them at that time. 

“There is no need for us to remain here 
longer, and I think you should return home, 
Miss Belaire,” said Mr. Whitney, with his ac. 
customed thoughtfulness for comfort. ‘‘ You 
men can hold this place until Cunningham 
returns, or until the proper authorities are 
notified of the man’s death and officers brought 
to arrest the men implicated in this affair, 
The boy here—Tom, I think ?—will go to the 
village and report his master’s death, and I 
will give him an order for police to come for 
these men. It is useless pa us to remain, 
When Cunningham returns, whether success- 
ful or not, and I scarcely dare hope that he 
will be, send me on a despatch at once. As to 
the man here, one of the murderers——” 

The memory vf that terrible death-scene 



































where the old man, in his terror and delirium 
of death, betrayed his murderous deed and 
that of his niece, brought the swift pallor to 
Miss Kitties cheeks; and her friend, always 
thoughtful, refrained from further mention of 
him. And oe the police order for 
the boy and speaking a few kindly words, his 
face very winning in its brave thought, he and 
Miss Belaire left the room and the house, leav- 
o_o saddle-horse for one of the other men, 

entering the carriage, were driven back to 


to the 
depot at Nanuet, where he would probably be 
recognized, 

‘*1t was horrible! Horrible!” said Kittie ; 
and Mr. Nich ame f considered it necessary that 
his hand should be upon hers, as they rolled 
back along the dreary road beside the wood in 
whose depths a noble life was ended. “It it 
were not that this must absolutely clear Mr, 
Hilton from the least hint of crime, I could find 
it in my heart to wish we had notcome, See 
how seffish I am, Mr. Whitney.” 

She looked quite incapable of such a trait of 
character, and so, perhaps, thought Mr. Whit- 
ney, though hé said nothing in reply, his smile 
down into those earnest, half-smiling, half- 
fearful eyes proving much more than words. 

““And to think,” she added, presently, still 
more earnestly, a shadow falling across her 
face, ‘‘that the man who would have and has 
= his best against Helen and her husband 

pane : 

‘* And you have not mistrusted him before?” 
queried the lawyer, gravely, searching her face. 
* Even when we talked about him in the office 
one day, and you denied that he was your 
friend, you still held no suspicion of what he 
was doing to harm Roy Hilton and his wife?” 

She shook her head. 

‘** IT have never liked him,” she replied slowly. 
“Tcould never have trusted him; but that he 
would descend to such plotting and such asso- 
ciates—he, the handsome, wealthy——” 

ye use a man is handsome and wealthy, 
is it impossible that he should do wrong?” 
asked her companion, with a quizzical flash in 
his eyes. ‘‘ Money gives power, Miss Kittie, 
and an accomplished villain can do more harm 
through being able to work his plans with pre- 
cision and skill than a man who has neither 
money nor education. I would prefer ou 
with the two of these rough men than wit. 
him alone,” 

““OF course you know,” said Miss Belaire 

sitively ; ‘‘you have enough experience, Mr. 

hitney ; but I could wish—if it were not for 
Mr. Hilton and his wife—that we had not come 
here. There is something so terrible about a 
man like—like this Hardman to die with this 
—upon his soul——” 

**You must forget it at once,” said Mr. 
Whitney, with great authority. “It would 
have been better for you tc have remained 
away from that room, Miss Kittie. But, of 
course, Cunningham and the other men did 
not think, They wished as many witnesses 
as they could obtain, and they did not stop to 
think of the effect of such a scene upon a sensi- 
tive mind and a generous heart.” 

“‘And shall you tell Mr. Hilton at once what 
we have discovered?” asked Miss Belaire, by 
and by, as they paced the station platform, 
waiting for the train. ‘‘It is such good news 
for him! How he must have suffered and how 
she has suffered? I do not see how her people 
could keep them apart even with this cloud 
upon his name. They might have trusted him 
enough to be certain he could not have mur- 
de any one, especially a man he called his 
friend and hers!” 

For a moment Frank Whitney was silent, 
and then he said very slowly and gravely, as 
though it were some difficult task he would 


Nyack, preferring that route to goin 


perform : 

**Miss Belaire, there are those outside of 
her family who have suspected Hilton--sus- 
pected him even against their will or the judg- 
ment of their hearts. During that illness of 
his—yes, even during his confinement before 
the trial—he uttered such strange words that 
even I—I, who should have been his warmest 
and truest friend—was forced at times to 
believe that in some moment of great passion 
he did take George Chesvey’s life. You know 
as well as I how jealousy has lived in his 
family always. You know how difficult it 
was for him to be certain that Mr. Chesney 
once loved his wife. You doubtless think me 
unkind and unjust; but, even so, I must 
acknowleage my weakne3s. He said onc>, 
and though that was during delirium, there 
was enough of truth in the _ possibility 
to force me against my will to hold that there 
was some truth in the words—tnat he would 
hold as nothing any man’s life who breathed 
insult against Helen, I tell you this to show 
you what a struggle I have had to remain true 
to my friendship. Even his wife has been 
forced at times—I could see it in her eyes and 
her face, though she would have died rather 
than give utterance to the fact—to believe that 
he did commit that murder. It is through her 
strong desire to search every line and link in 
the chain that sostrangely bound he“Jhusband, 
that we decided upon sending Cunningham to 
the farm to watch this man. There was some- 
thing in his face and the face of his niece, when 
the trial was on, and the knowledge then given 
that Chesney was against him, that first led us 
to suspect him. Chesney, asa partner in this 
law firm, knew, perhaps, more than he should, 
of this man’s dealings. 

**There remained to be cleared the outcome 
of their quarrel, and the footprints following 
George, and ‘ve would not yield when often 
discouragements came.” 


(To be Continued.) 
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Dignity and Impudence. 


Little Girl—What's er matter, sonny? Is 
yer afeerd to cross? Give me your han’, I'll 
take yer over !|—JLife, 








Twice Their Natural Size. 


For twelve years Mr. Edward Evans, form- 
erly employed by Davey & Moore, glass manu- 
facturers, London, Eng., suffered from the 
worst form of rheumatism. He was treated at 
infirmaries, but was always discharged as in. 
curable, His legs and hands were swollen to 
twice their natural size. He could not walk ; 
the pain drove him almost frantic, and he felt 
as if hot irons were passing through his bones. 
The first application of St. Jacobs Oil relieved 
him, and continuing its use the swelling left 
his limbs; ina week he could walk, all pain 
had vanished and he went to work, 








The latest issues in the popular Red Letter 
Series of select fiction are: wing the Wind, 
by Mrs. E. Lynn Linton; A Black Siceen. by 

wley Smart; Violet "4 vian, M. F. H., by 
May Crommelm and J. Moray Brown ; The 
Rival Princess, by Justin McCarthy and Mrs, 
Campbell Praed. All the best books are to be 
found in the Red Letter Series, for sale by book- 


sellers everywhere, 








Excursion to Wi non A 1891 
via Erie Ry and Lehigh alley Ry. _ 


A grand trip to the south and via the pic- 
turesque route of United States and passing 
through the cities of Mauch Chunk, Phila- 
delphia and Baltimore. You can also have the 

leasure of witnessing the horse races in 

ashington, which commence on April 28. 
on dollars round trip Suspension Bridge 
to Washington. Tickets good for ten days, 
and can be —— at Erie ticket office, Sus- 
pension Bridge. For berths and full particulars 
apply » S. J. Sharp, 19 Wellington street east, 

oronto. 





Stranger—Is the Queen in? 

Sentinel (at Buckingham Palace)--Wot d’ ye 
want, me good feller? 

Stranger—Got a big thing here—want to 
show it to her. Sit her down, boys: ‘‘ Winter- 
bottom’s Patent Throne and—— 












Itis a certain and speedy cure for 
a in the Head and Catarrh in allits 
stages. 


SOOTHING, CLEANSING, 
EALING. 


Instant Relief, Permanent 
Cure, Failure Impossible. 


Many so-called diseases are simpl 
symptoms of Catarrh, such as head. 
ache. rtial deafness, losing sense of 
smell, ‘oul breath, masa and spit- 
ting, nausea, general feeling of de- 
bility, ete. it you are troubied with 
any of these or kindred symptoms, 
jose have Catarrh, and should lose no 

ime ee @ bottle of NasaL 
Bato. warned in time, neglected 
cold in head results in Catarrh, fol- 
lowed by consumption and death. 
Nasa Bat» is sold by all d r 
or will be sent, post paid, on receipt o: 
price (50 cents and $1.00) by addressing 
FULFORD & CO, 
Brockville, Ont. 








THE CANADA 


Sugar Refining Co. 


Montreal. “mites 





We are now putting up, expressly 
for family use, the finest quality of 


» PURE SUCAR SYRUP 
not adulterated with Corn Syrup, 


in 2 Ib. cans with moveable top. 
For Sale by all Croccrs. 





CURE 


Sick Headache and relieve all the troubles inci- 
dent to a bilious state of the system, such as 
Dizziness, Nausea, Drowsiness, Distress after 
eating, Pain in the Side, &c. While their raost 
remarkable success has been shown in c“ring 


SICK 


Headache, yet Carter’s Lirrie Liver Piis 
are equally valuable in Constipation, curing 
and preventing this annoying complaint, while 
they also correct all disorders of the stomach, 
stimulate the liver and regulate the bowels 
Even if they only cured 


HEA 


Ache they would be almost priceless to those 

who suffer from this distressing complaint 

but fortunately their goodness does not end 

here, and those who once try them will find 

Sess _ ye mg in = x 4 ways that 
will no! wi to do wi 

But after all sick head” aes 


ACHE 


is the bane of so many lives that here is where 
we make our great boast. Our pills cure it 
while others do not. 

Carter's Lirrie Liver Pius are smal) 
and very easy to take. One or two make 
@ dose. They are strictly vegetable and do 
not gripe or purge, but by their gentle action 

all who use them. In at 25 cents; 
've for $1. Sold everywhere, or sent by mail 


CARTER MEDICINE 00., Now York. 


Amal) FL Small Dose, Small Price 
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* r buckra.” Now, apart from the ubiquitous knicker- | left a curious impression that she had been cee ae  aalanas anand ah tie aiien aan eae celebrities of Europe and Great Britain. ar 
ery few colored people will rent lands in- | bockers, Winfrey and his companion were as | standing there ever since ” | Tor an anewer to year nom de plume, if you will lef me | Z2animous in this respect, and the arty rho 
accessible to vil centers, and those whd do | unlike acrobats as possible. “Well, sur,” she exclaimed on seeing hi know » when you ‘want it nom de pitanéy AION WN Tet me | secures the right to manufacture these in tt " 
80 = somes y village “ upper crust” as They were soon after ushered in the “best | ‘‘is you cum arter mo’ on’em? I sortase how'd Jusuts Manre,—A thousned pardons, Mademoiselle. The ments will make an immense fortune ins 
very t -class indeed. room.’ That room, Its bare floor and un-/| ter Nath that ye’d sprout agin. Liny—she | letter must have been lost, and this one now under my short time, as really no other instrument will 
,, Here, upon what was a small principality, | painted wails ; its high chimney piece (to reach | spun out, seemed like ther power ov livin’ was be purchased when these can be procured. 
—— a family by the name of Foster. | which required the help of a step ladder) | took from her. We planted her onder the old tan he ae ae 
. wee neat cael \ oemomnal where were arranged a tattered confederate aioe —o E, & H. J on 122 Yonge 
, "9 
and ually, insensibly meet, Oe had al- au sovditen ta aut ae ee 






















































































































































































































































To Correspondents. 


(Correspondents will address—Correspondence Columns 
SaturDAY Niaut Office.] 


Bossom B.—Will hunt up your dates soon. 

R. M.—1. J.G. Whittier. 2. Ido not know. Is it a 
novel? 

Norma.—I could not possibly advise you. You might 
write to an intelligence office in that city. * 7 


Psycus.—Please write under another name. There are 
several Payches awaiting fresh names. Quotations are not 
studied ; send something original. 

A. F. A. R.—Originality, perseverance, decision, truth- 
fulness, proneness t2 criticise. These area few of the 
characteristics of an eloquent chirography. 

Ganrvra.—Writing denotes imagination, neatness, some 
artistic taste, constancy, simplicity and honesty, perhaps 
a little self-consciousness and erratic impulse. 

Marousrite.—Constancy, no ideality, good temper, 
truthfulness, good mental endowment, precision. hat 
you begin will be finished, and what you undertake to do 
will be well done. You are a person to be depended upon. 


T. M. P.—A reduction is made on a book of tickets by 
the Toronto Ferry Company. Writing denotes some 
ideality and love of the beautiful, great tenacity of pur- 
pose, self-esteem, fondness for social intercourse, mirtbful- 
ness, generosity. ‘‘ Not a bad sort of fellow, taken ail 
round,” would be a man’s verdict. 

APSMANTHUS.—Germany, Austria, Russia, Italy, France, 
2. The first and fourth, rhaps the second. 3. Your 
handwriting is excellent, plain and well formed, it denotes 
ideality, firmness, candor, good promise of success, per- 
severance, enterprise. If you are not humbugging a poor 
= editor as to your age, it isa wonderfully formed 

and, 

GooseBeRRY.—1. The fashionable yellow would be be- 
coming. 2. I have one, too. They usually denote great 
strength of will and a very clever person. Of course there 
are exceptions. 3. I shall be charmed to receive it. 4. I 
think you are mistaken, but mayn’t we be friends without 
that? I shall always be pleased to read and answer your 
letters. 

Baau.—Your letter just confirmed what I know of the 
a man. I thank you very much for it and hope you will 

time for another budget soon. Please address ‘‘ Lady 
Gay,” who will be glad to hear from you. Perhaps the fact 
that our little nephews are tcgether in the beyond, may 
prove a bond between us, That little line echoed in my 
heart all day after I read it. 

Biossom, Port Talbot.—1. Mrs. Humphrey Ward. 2. 
Opinions differ. It isa very original and powerful book— Maris.—There is no reason why, beyond carelessness and 


nota bad one. I could’nt advise you, not after reading | leziness. It isonly an abbreviation of the full word. St. 
Valentine was a saint of the early church, to whom was 


consecrated the fourteenth day of February. This day 
used to be celebrated in England, Seotland and on the 
Continent, particularly in Lorraine, France, by a peculiar 
custom. On the Faw ye evening numters of men and 
maidens assembled and wrote their names on slips of paper, 
which were then put into the boxes and drawn out by the 
opposite sex. Those thus paired off were for the ensuing 
year knight and lady as in the medieval ages. Many real 
engagements grew out of these fanciful ones. During the 
fifteenth century the custom was very popular with the 
upper circles and in Euro courts. Married as well as 
single people participated in it. The low buffoonery which 
now finds its vent in comic valentines is confined to illiter- 
ate and vulgar persons, though sometimes advantage is 
taken of the day by a better class to send clever or sar- 
castic effusions to their acquaintance. Your writing shows 
candour, want of imagination, indecision, originality and 
gentleness. I am always glad to answer your questions. 
OneNA.—Why should you ‘‘ waste your life?” It is quite 
possible for some women to live without marriage, and 
some even get along very comfortably without ‘‘two lovers.” 
It was your only course to do as you did, when you found 
you had made a false step. What I can’t understand is, if 
you were not mistaken in the feelings No. 2 entertained to- 
wards you, why don’t things come straight now? Judging 
you by your ere should think No. 2 wonld give 
yon a better chance of happiness than No. 1. What non- 
sense to talk of your vow. My dear woman, don’t you 
know that no vow could be the excuse for marrying a man 
you did not love, if your heart was already given to an- 
other? Where is your sense of honor that = could con- 
template such a mean trick? I almost feel like forestalling 
Bellamy and telling you to straighten the tangle up by pro- 
ng yourself! Isn't next year Leapyear? Do you think 
t would be ssfe to wait so long for your privilege? As 
your friend, Onena, I strongly advise you to take up some 
serious work and fill your mind with present interests—let 
the past and the future rest awnile. 2. There are several 
associations in Toronto which are doing a great deal for a 
certain class of women—workwomen principally. The 
Girls’ Industrial on Richmond and Sheppard helps many a 
friendless woman. 3. If you would give me an idea of what 
your attainments are, I might be able to help you to some- 
thing. One cannot tell by handwriting if a woman can 
cook or sew or keep accounts or teach children. Write 
again, and we may find a way out of your tangle together. 


TJACOBS O[ 


once on the question. By the way, by entering therein, 
do you mean pertonal candidature or only using her in 
fluence for her friends? There is nothing unbecoming in 
@ woman taking an interestin politics, on the contrary 
most intelligent women inthis country enjoy doing so, 
and their own good sense and delicacy ought to prevent 
them from unbecoming or unwomanly actions. Our Cana- 
dian women are developing an enterprise and energy in 
this and other subjects, such as educational and prison 
reform, etc., which makes glad my heart. Read, think, 
listen, learn, and don’t be afraid of having your own opin- 
ion on any matter. Blanche, dear, your writing shows 
strength, truth, constancy, originality. I think you like 
to talk and enjoy a discussion. If you meant to write 
** Au revoir,” let me hear from you again. 

Crrpic.—No apology could condone your conduct, which 
was that of acreature in want of a policeman’s escort. -I 
think the lady is most fortunate in being forewarned, and 
should hope she knows enough to keep you at a safe dis- 
tance. The individual who would desire to play escort to 
such women as you mistook the lady to be & not fit to be 
the friend of adecent girl, and my advice to you is, “ try 
and become more worthy of the honor you aspire to.” By 
the tone of your letter I should say that you had good 
parts, but I must also say, when I ran over its contents 
and noted the familiar and ungentlemanly way you ap- 

led to me in your dilemma I was sorely tempted to land 
t in the waste paper basket. However, I concluded to 
answer it, and hope my plain speaking will rouse the man- 
liness of your nature to throw off the caddish ways you are 
falling into. Udon’t think the epithet of “fresh” is half 
bad enough for su:ha break asyou made. Probably you 
haven’t any idea of the abhorrence and contempt a nice 
girl has for such “‘ freshness,” and I hope for your comfort 
that this nice girl hasn’t a muscular big brother. 


**Does you like "em too?” Liny asked Win- 
frey, breathlessly. ‘‘The stones, I mean. Ain’t 
they pretty? Sometimes I most think they 
kin talk. When { look way down in their 
hearts, seems like each has a story to tell. 
Sometimes it’s bout Injuns, an’ sometimes 
‘bout cirkis folks, Hes you ever bin to a cir- 
kis?” He nodded. ‘So hes Nath. Ther’s one 
big red pebble here; I hides it way ‘case it’s so 
=e might hev growed froma drop of 

She exhumed from the flints a red stone lit 
by smouldering fires. 

**Don’t you reckin they cum from the ole 
rattlesnakes’ heads? Nath tells "bout ‘em. 
They ust ter live *bout here, with stones like 
these set in their foreheads. You kuow what 
I b’lieve? I b'lieve they was folks; not cirkis 

ntlemen, or sich like, but jes’ common folks. 

ould you like this sheer? I don’t keer fur it, 
case hit skeers me.” 

She pressed it upon him. 

** Don't give away your pretty stones, Lina ; 
they may bring you money some day.” 

He replaced the glowing carbuncle. 

“T don’t keer fur money,” naively. “I'd 
ruther hev ther stones.” 

** Don't ge any of these away. Promise.” 

She nodded. 

“But nobody wouldn’t want ’em; they 
th’ows ’em way ’cept Nath.” 

** Who is Nath?” 

**Jes' Nath. Folks says he’s part Injun. He 
traps an’ hunts. He’s seed a cirkis.” 

“That accounts for the posters,” Winfrey 
vaguely concluded. 


CHAPTER III. 


A week had dropped from the year’s rosary. 
Winfrey paused before the shed. Nath was 
grinding his ax. He missed something. It 
was the lump of frozen light. 

‘““Where is the bright rock that was here, 
Nath ?” he asked. 

‘* She guv it ter t’other un.” 

“To whom?” 

* T’other cirkis chap.” 

“Impossible!” His breath came quickly. 
** He did not take it, surely ?” 

** Low’d es hef he shorely couldn’t do wi’ out 
it. He petted hit, an’ petted hit, tell hit jes’ 
fell inter es pocket. Iht’s hern ; why shouidn’t 
she hef she’s er minter?” pony. 

For Liny was Nath’s righteousness. 

** Ralph,” steenly, ‘*what was your object in 
cajolling that chi dout of her diamon ; you 
knew its value. Restore it immediately.’ 

Ralph colored. 

“’Pon my soul, Uncle George, I wasn’t sure ; 
that is—I didn’t think—I mean,” tamely. 

** You know it to be ajewel,” cortly. 

‘*Whew !” airily. ‘I considerate it awfully 
moderate totake butone. I might have had 
a lot, not mentioning other slight gratu- 
ities.” 

“That's enough. You are a blackguard as 
well as a swindler. I cannot treat you as you 
merit, but I demand the restoration of the 
stone.” 

Ralph bit his lip. 

“Under the circumstances, he said, conceit- 
edly, “it would be distressing to meet the girl 
again—she’s awfully mashed on me, therefore 
I delegate its restoration to you. Perhaps you 


to the wild pigeons’ roost, and where were the 
best partridge covers. 

She made friends of the rocks and crimson 
laurels. She never tired of telling Nath what 
the birds and stones said to her. He wasa 
half breed, and rented, but was more hunter 
than cropper. His ideas were not very enlight- 
ened, but upon one point he was explicit— 
“*that Liny was shot down plum from ther 
Reorney plantation in er cirkis balloon twined 
with blue morning glories.” 

The Fosters’ home was a small frame up- 
right with leanto. Asilver branch rioted near, 
overhung by spreading tulips and willows. It 
was the place to which Liny came to wonder 
why things were as they were. There was some- 
thing, she knew not what, that always eluded 
her. Should she find it ever? 

The morning glories she tended so faithfully 
withered almost before the dew melted ; but 
the pretty rocks were always the same, Of 
these last she had very many, and outside, 
under a rough shed used for storing farm im- 

lements, she had collected her teasures. They 

been ejected so often from the ‘“‘best room” 
chimney piece in times of house cleaning, that 
Nath nailed together three shelves (herring 
boxes to which the lettering still adhered). 
Upon these Liny grouped her pets. 

Pasted behind the shelves were sections of 
circus posters, obtained in one of the lower 
towns. Yellow tourmaline, amethyst, quartz 

ink and blue beryls, crystals of every size and 

ue, were hea together with Indian arrows 
and flint battle axes which she had gathered 
here and there, as they struck her fancy. 

Nath contributed some wonderful green 
stones, found in his wanderings among the 
over-hills (though if taxed with the transaction 
he would doubtless have denied it), from whose 
center blazed a wonderful crystal. It seemed 
almost a living creacure; it was the size of a 
black walnui hulled, and almost a perfect 
hexagon. 

Before these, like the Hindoos, the girl 

oured out her soul. Her father paid little 

eed to her movements, save to note that she 
was “around.” Her mother and herself hoed 
the young corn, put the cotton to-a-stand, and 
when open did most of the picking. 

Nath’s land lay a mile nearer the river, It 
contained fifty acres, and was a one-mule farm, 
penne in patches hers and there in the most 
ertile spots. Sweet potatoes, winter squashes, 
hominy, corn and general ** roughness,” were 
the result of Nath’s “crapping.” A cow and 
comm of grunters completed his establish- 
ment. 

He had seen more than the majority of folks 
around there, for he had attended a circus, 

** Hit sorter took me allso,” he afterward ex- 
plained to Liny; “like ther time ther horn- 
snake hissed past me, an’ struck inter thet air 
fifteen-year-old black jack. ’Peared I couldn’t 
do nurthins’ but sot. Mebbe thet’s ther way 
angels es kemmin’, Liny.” 

He hoed his own patch, then hoed Liny’s. 
The first time he did so he was questioned 
pretty sharply by Mrs. Foster, who was 
** thinning cotton” in an adjoining field. 

**’Pears like by doin’ Liny’s work you ‘lows 
ter lift her over ter yer own patch,” 
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your handwriting, which shows want of imagination and IMPROVED ALL 
sympathy, with a matter of fact disposition, and no ideal- 
ity, frankness, truthfulness, constancy, determination and 
a little selfishness, not enough perhaps to mar a very 
estimable character. 

ALExis.—If your are very intimate, it may not be neces- 
sary, but I would, if I were you. 2. Certainly, if she ac- 
cepts it, itis a graceful act, and most complimentary to 
his taste. I cannot see any possible objection to doing so, 
unless under very peculiar circumstance. 3. Writing 
shows candor, perception, love of music, and art some 
talent, a rather erratic and doubting disposition, good 
judgment and aimiability. 

Rex.—1. Is she intellectual and patriotic? Then give 
her one of the clever books recently written by Canadian 
women—Sara J. Duncan’s Social Departure, or Grave E. 
Denison’s Happy Holiday. You can offer a book when 
other gifts would be objectionable. 2. Writing shows reli- 
ability, enterprise, gencrosity, great constancy and perse- 
verance, intuition, love of the beautiful. Hope your an- 
swer isin time. You know everyone has to be taken in 
. their turn. 

Nauu.—1. Certainly, and they make up to me for all the 
trouble I take. 2. I am extremely fond of flowers. 3. If 
you would tell me yours, perhaps I’d come after it, some 
day! 4. Address Lady Gay and she will see it reaches its 
destination. 5. I don’t think you at all cheeky. I will see 
if your wish can be granted. 6. wrensing shows caution, 
love cf approbation, hope and little ideality, self-control. 
I think you would be slow to love, and a little jealous, per- 
haps rather hard to please, eh, Nell? I shall be glad to 
hear from you anytime. 

Kirry Clover —Writing denotes idealty, precision, con- 
stancy, expansiveness, fondness for conversation, probabl 
also for the arts and music. You should be a social soul, 
also an entertaining companion. Sarah Bernhart played at 
the Grand in Fedora, June 11, 1887. I cannot pronounce 
the guttural on paper, Kitty! The O is sounded as in note. 
Quotatione are: 1: 

** Man’s love is of man’s life a thing, a part— 
"Tis woman’s whole existence.”— Byron. 
2. Cannot find it; will have it next week. 


Ferot.—Whip them smartly with a riding whip and han 
in thesun. After having thoroughly gone over them, fol 
them in a linen bag—(a pillow-slip I use)—and hang in 
some dark place. A friend told me the other day that she 
always keeps her seal sett in the stove. Moths won’t go 
there. Needless to tell you that she doesn’t use her range 
in summer time. Tar paper which you buy in perforated 
envelo’ is good to pack away with winter things, but 


NO SIDE STEELS TO HURT. 


NO SIDE STEELS TO BREAK 
NOSIDE STEELS TO RUST. 


All the Leading Dry Goods Houses 
iN CANADA 2 
MADEONLY SY 


(ANADA FEATHERBONE (© 


LONDON 












press, C. O. D. (all charges prepaid), with- 
7m out paying one cent. You can examine 

the watch at the express office and if you do 
not find it alland even more than we claim 
for it, leave it, and you are only out your 
time in looking at it. But if perfectly sat- 
isfactory, pay the express agent our 
™ special Cut Price of #5.98 and 
take the watch. No wateh like this 
was ever advertised in a paper 
before. No such Bargaia ever 
offered. This is a Genuine GOLD 
PLATED WATCH, made of two 
heavy plates of 18 karat solid 
Gold over composition metal,and 
warranted in every respect. It 
has solid bow, cap, crown and 
thumb pieces, beautiful bunt. 
ing style, elaborately engraved 
and decorated by hand, Joints, 
cap, crown, bezel and center 
are all accurately made, fitted 
and warranted. Beware of 



































‘*T hain’t spoke ther word,” he admitted, 
**but thet’s ther thought in my mine, Miss | may become its fortunate possessor. I leave | the main thing is to be sure you have no moths in your A, fi see sonatas. . Bomave of 
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to harsh criticism, that you should, in self-defenee, be 
more prudent. 2. Ths usual style of boy and girl curres- 

ndence is undignified and silly, but there isn’t any harm 
In it, except that every silly step leads to folly, and folly 
means sin and bitter repentance. When I see in your 
handwriting so many ¢ qualities, I fell quite cross to 
think you may be rather in danger, from your own sweet 
self. 3. Your writing shows candor, decision, self-control, 
intuiti.n, generosity, and lastly it shows very plainly the 
fault you confess. 

A Nor Browse Maiw.—There is no poetry in the waste- 
basket to-day. If you like to send yours, I will send it to 
our bad tempered editor. I owe him one. I find no en- 
closure in your letter, look among answers and see if it is 
there. If not send another specimen, not a quotation. 
Your letter was not too long, and I aid not yawn as you 
supposed. A little van'ty wont hurt you if it make you 
neat and dainty, but if it make you too self-conscious and 
assertive and Icquacious it will a great drawback, you 
are too curious. I shall leave you to solve the mystery by 
myself, if you are half as smart as I think you are, you 
will soon do it. 

Aux.—l. Whatafunny question. Of course it depends 
on the kind of novel. 2. Why not? It is a lovely book 
and very full of instruction and interest. 3. [am afraid 
totell you. Ithinkif you give them rope enough they 
will hang themselves, as the saying goes. 4. It is never 
—_ nor sensible to fret. Sorrow is grand and worthy of 

respect; fretting is weak and hurtful to your self, and 
very unkind to your neighbors. If I were burnt out, I 
should be very sorry, but I don’t think I should fret. I 
should be sorry for all my little pet belongings and miss 
them woefully, i dare eay, but, Alix, [am very well in- 
sured and I could get along ! 

GranpraTHER'’s O1ock. — Writii shows self-reliance, 
talent, fickleness, nervous energy, ty temper, impulse, 
a nature commanding admiration and ex ng great de- 
votion and consideration. May you always find your way 
clear before you! Whether! get tired of answering qucs- 
tions or not depends greatly on the style of questions 
asked. Some make me tired only to read them, but fortc- 
nately they don’t come often. A preparation of onion 





hard work.” 

‘*T hain’t nurthin’ ter say agin hit. Liny’s 
ov her pah’s sort, upper crus’, but I allers seed 
as how she favored you, Nath,” 

His dark yeoman face crimsoned. He was a 
good fellow, and would fight for Liny. 

**Thankee, Miss Foster,” was all he said. 

And where was Liny? 

Down in the holiow, eens in the alluring 
water, mocking the birds, whistling to the 
startled doves, unconscious of Nath or his as- 
pirations, 

The great electrician planted the divine 
spark—but where was the electrode ? 
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ment, full plate, beautifully fin- 
ished, accurately regulated and 
adjusted, and warranted an accurate 
time-keeper, A guarantee is sent with 
each Watch. These watches are sold 
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REMebyPAIN 


LUMBAGO-LAME BACK. 


Liny clutched aeeneeee> arm eagerly. 

‘* His mother sent for him ; she is sick.” 

It was almost the first deliberate lie Winfrey 
had ever told: but he felt it was excusable. 

‘“* He sent you back your pretty stone.” 

He placed itin herhand. Her face whitened. 

*Ic’s his’n. I guv it ter ’im,” she faltered. 

“It is a diamond, Lene, Gentlemen do not 
accept valuable gifts from ladies.” 

**He talked like he wanted it. He sed—he 
sed "—hanging her pretty head—‘ hit favored 
me. Shint—shint I see him agin, Mr. Winfrey.” 

* Perhaps,” vaguely. ‘‘I don't know.” 

“You don’ want me ter. I sees you don’t!” 
passionately. 

** Child,” sadly, ‘‘I have no authority over 
him ; he is of age, and can act as he pleases.” 

‘* What did you say hit was—a dimin?” 

He nodded. 

“ = I git money fur hit ?” eagerly. 

“ e3.” 

? oe much? *Nough to make me upper 
crus’?” 

** Four or five thousand,” evasively. 

‘*How soon? Please, Mr, Winfrey!” 

‘**A month, perhaps. I will get your father 
to write to Galena and Feltspar; they deal in 
stones, and are friends of mine.” 

Her eyes looked more like morning glories 
than ever; her cheeks flushed; her one wish 
was to be released to be “ his sort.” 

Winfrey and the ‘*‘dimin” were fellow trav- 
elers, and arrived in the city almost together. 

“Galena,” he said, “I am interested in a 
stone you have, or will receive soon; a dia- 
mond in the rough, from the South.” 


Gents or 


verywhere for $25.00, 


As a guarantee that this is the greatest bargain ever 
offered, that the watch is worth FAR more than the price 
asked, that nothing like this was ever offered before. We 
refer you to any WHOLESALE HOUSE IN TORONTO. 

now, it’s YOUR ONLY CHANCE. Address, 
S & CO., 112 YONGE 8T., TORONTO, CANADA. 


TRULY CALLED THE 


GREATEST 
MEDICINE 
the WORLD 


Absolutely Guaranteed to Cure 


The public invited to investigate personally. Pamphlet, 
Testimonials and advice free. Call or address Wma, 
Radam Micrebe Killer Co., Limited, 120 King 
Street West, Toronto, Ont., sole owners and manufacturers 
for tte Dominion. Beware of impositions. See our Trade 


~ DUNN'S 
BAKING 





Why so many deviate from a graceful car- 
riage may be accounted for in as many ways 
as there are misshapen beings. 

Sr. Jacoss Oi. Restores. 

Strength.—The spinal column is the 
mainstay of the body, which stiffens up the 
— man or woman, and nature has pro- 
vided muscular supports to hold it erect. 

Errects Prompt Cures. 

Weakness.—Men and women recklessly 
twist themselves out of shape, and the result 
is the few standing straight and the many 
bending down. 

Cures Are Perrecr, Permanent. 

Symptoms.—Lumbago manifests itself 
by pams in the back, which are most insiduous 
orsubtiie. They come at times without warn- 
ing; we ree from a sitting posture to find the 
back so crippled or strained as to cause acute 
suffering. 

T Every Appuication Retieves. 

reatment.—Rub the parts affected 
freely rate St. Meine Oil; rub hard and vig- 
orously, producing warmth, and ifthe pain is 
slow in yielding, wrap the parts in flannel 
steeped in hot water and wrung out. 
Once Cuneo, Atways Cuneo. 


THE CHARLES A. VOGELER CO., Baltimore, Md. 
Canadian Depot: Toronto, Ont. 


Piso’s Remedy for Catarrh is the 





CHAPTER II. 


Two men walked leisurely between the rows 
of sweet potato vines. trangers were an 
event in the neighborhood, Mrs. Foster hast- 
ened to the door, which was ajar, drying her 
hands on her apron, and craned ber neck to 
obtain a clearer view. They were gentlemen, 
and stood with uncovered heads while they 
conversed. One was a tall, handsome man of 
forty odd; the other an effeminate youth of 
twenty. Their name was ee: 

** Weare prospecting, madam, for minerals, 
and were directed here as a place where we 
might board for a couple of weeks.” 

t was the elder George Winfrey who spoke. 

‘Board! don’ know,” hesitating; ‘‘ never 
did take no boarders, Wha’ did you say you 
was huntin’?” 

‘* Minerals—rocks, gold and iron ores.” 

** Flints an’ sich like?” 

He nodded, 















‘Wal, I raaly tho’t ther wan't but one idjet “Tt came to-day. 
"bove groun’ an’ her name was Liny Boater.” “It belongs to a young mountain girl, ig- | rubbed into the soalp will prevent Mine saubed Eelekiy int Best, Easiest to Use, and Cheapest. 
Wopiey lanebed. shone he Gigabeat. nogsat ot Be verwe i, oe wrote at my dictation.” clip split. ends lightly —— scan” Wan Geeer, 
‘* Hef you wouldn't mine eatin’ corn- rs e merchant sm “ moon *. Use 
f rs “Some philanthropic scheme, eh, Winfrey ” ena Sieh cade. Tene with blunt tecth. "er ie A ee PAN md R a POW D E ce 


an’ fried bacon,” she continued, “ I reckin we 
kin hitch,” 
‘* We are not particular, was the assurance. 
** Now, Uncle George,” complained the other, 


Lita.—1, Sometimes, when they are idiotic. 2. It is 
the gentleman's place, decidedly. If the were to do 


**Only this: I will double your valuation, 
di 
it, gentleman would assuredly thiok ei that she 


*“I¢ is a pretty stone, worth about three 
thousand,” 


Sold by druggists or sent by mail. 
S0c. E. T. Hazeltine, Warren, Pa. 
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Hon, G, W. ALLAN 
President. 


THE VOICE 


Production, Development, Cultiva- 


ayunseh VAT ORy W. eae LAM 


OVER 1,200 PUPILS LAST THREE YEARS| SPECIALIST FOR VOICE CULTURE 
Send ten Bow 100-p: calender for season 1890- | Gives lessons in Singing, and prepares professional pupils 
@3. Mailed free to any address. Apply for Oratorio, Concert or Opera. 
EDWARD FISHER, Musical Director Studio 143 Yonge Street, Toronto 


2 W. L. FORSTER 


Portraits a Specialty ARTIST 


STUDIO 81 KING 8T. EAST 


HAMILTON MacCARTHY, R.C.A., 
SCULPTOR. Artist of the Col. Williams and Ryer- 

son monuments. Ladies’ and Children’s Portraits. Studio 

12 Lombard Street, Toronto. 

F W. MICKLETHWAITE 


PHOTOGRAPHER 
Cor. Jarvis and King Streets * = Toronte 
SpPEctaLtizs—Outdoor Views, Orayon Portraits. 
“THE BEST” 


GUNBEAMS 
ELDRIDGE STANTON, Photographer 
116 Yonge Street and 1 Adelaide Street West 


Photographs of all sizes 
. Sunbeams $1 per doz. 


= TORONTO 































Cor. Yonge Street and Wilton ‘Avenue. 
Please mention this paper. 





TORONTO COLLEGE OF MUSIC, Ltd. 
In affiliation with the University of Toronto. 


Thorough musical education in all branches. SPECIAL 
ADVANTAGES. F. H. TORRINGTON, Musical Director 


R. W. EDGAR BUCK, Basso-Cantante 
Pupil of Manuel Garcia, London, Eng. Conductor 

“* Toronto Vocal Society.” Voice Culture and Singing. In- 
struction for Oratorio, Opera and Concerts. 555 Church St. 


Miss MARIE C. STRONG 
PRIMO-CONTRALTO 
OPEN FOR 
CONCERT ENGAGEMENTS 


Also receives pupils in Voice Culture. Teacher of vocal 
culture at Brantford Ladies’ College. For terms addrese— 
175 College Ave., Toronto 


HAROLD JARVIS, Tenor Soloist 

Medallist Academy of Music, London, Eng., will re- 
ceive a limited number of pupils. Open for concert, ora- 
torio, church and other engagements. 80 Charles St. 


W O. FORSYTH Studied the Piano 
e with the great German teachers—Krause, Rut- 
hardt and Zwintcher ; theory with S. Jadassohn, Schreck, 
Richard Hofmann (of Leipsic) and Dr. Paul Kleugel of 
Stuttgardt. Teaches but two subjects—piano playing and 
theory. Every care given to piano pupils, both profes- 
sional and amateur, and the most approved methods taught 
in developing a perfect Sechnique, interpretation and style. 
Toronto College of Masic or 112 College Street. 


S H, CLARK 


ELOCUTIONIST 


(Open for Concert engagements and evenings of Readings.) 
PRIVATE PUPILS IN ELOCUTION 


68 Winchester Street - : 
R. J. W. F. HARRISON 


Organist and Choirmaster of St. Simon’s Church and Musical 
Director of the Ontario Ladies’ College, Whitby. 


@rgan, Piano and Harmony 
94 Gloucester Street 


R. W. E. FAIRCLOUGH 
Fellow of the College of Organists, London, Eng., 
and 0) and Choirmaster of All Saints’ Church, To- 
ronto, is prepared to give lessons in Organ and Piano play- 
ing, Singing, Harmony, &c. 
fie. Fairclough undertakes to prepare candidates for 
musical examinations. Address— 
TORONTO COLLEGE OF MUSIO. 


(LATE OF THE ROYAL 
A. S, VOGT “smegtadnr ioe 
ir 
. Church, Toronto, teacher of _ 
Plano, Organ and Musical Theory 
at the Toronto College of Music 
Residence 349 Jarvis Street. 


LteorPe . WATKINS 
S303 Church Street 
Thorough instruction ° Guitar, Mandolin and 


7 A. BLAKELEY 
: Organist Sherbourne street Methodist church, 
is prepared to receive pupils in 
ORGAN, PIANO AND THEORY 
ADDRESS, 46 PHOEBE STREET. 


WALTER DONVILLE 
TEACHER OF VIOLIN ~* 
Pupil of Prof. Oarrodus, Trinity College, London, Eng. 
8 Buchanan St., and Toronte College of Music 


L'TERARY PEOPLE 

who desire manuscripts put into perfect order 
printing or for reading before societies can have such at- 
tended to for a moderate fee by addressing 
MISS 1.H,. STEWART, 39 Adelaide St. E., Toronto 


Typewriter Copyist 


Lowe's Commercial Academy 


346 Spadina Avenue 
Central School 53 King Street East 





Toronto 














Hundreds of Our Pupils Now Holding 
Luerative Positions 

Persons wishing to acquire Shorthand, Bookkeeping, 
&c., in a short length of time, and at the least possible ex- 
pense, should attend the above school. ; 

Many of our pupils have mastered shorthand in from 
four to six weeks, and bookkeeping in from twenty to 
thirty lessons. 

Pupils are not taught on the businees college plan, 
neither are they charged business college prices, 


The Only Charge Until Proficient Being $5 
PUPILS ASSISTED TO POSITIONS 


CAPILLINE 
FOR THE HAIR 
Prevents Falling Out 
Promotes Growth 


Removes Dandruff 
25c. Per Bottle 


NEIL C. LOVE & CO. 


Leading Chemists and Perfumers 
166 Yonge St., next to Indian Clock 


DEAFNESS 


iTS CAUSES AND CURE 


Scientifically treated by an aurist of world-wide reputa- 
tion. Deafness eradicated and entirely cured, of from 20 
to 30 years’ standing, after all other treatments have 
failed. How the difficulty is reached and the cause re- 
moved, explained in circulars, with affidavits and tes- 
timonials of cures from prominent people, mailed free. 


Dr. A. VONTAINE, 34 West 14th St., N. ¥. 


Oe) eras 
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WALKING SHOES 


FOR SPRING TRADE 


There will be a larger trade than ever 
in these goods this year. We always 
lead in Variety, Style, Durability. 


See our stock before purchasing 
elsewhere. 


H. & C. BLACHFORD 


87 and 89 King 
Street East 
Toronto 








Pickles Shoe Parlor 


A fine lady’s kid button boot, enamelled toe cap, half 
opera heel—a beautiful shoe ................ +++» $2.00 

A good serviceable lady’s low shoe, reduced in price 
SEE vices ths senyueabeeas nbs ukaskh kas doctstas 1.00 








Our spring stock is very complete, and comprises all the 
latest styles. 


Wm. Pickes - 328 Yonge Street 


Spring Goods 


TO HAND 


Winter Goods 


Olosing Out at Close Cost Prices 


Boots Wu. WESTEOL 


Rubb e r S 246 Yonge St. | 











THE MERCHANTS’ RESTAURANT | Ff, #-. SEFTON 
6 8 Jordan 


and Street 
This well-known restaurant, having been recently en- 
larged and refitted, offers great rorya to the public. 


The Dining-room is commodious a of Fare care- 
fully and choice, while the WINES and LIQUORS 
are of the Quality, and the ALES cannot be 


Telephone 1090. HENRY MORGAN, etor. 


SUPERFLUOUS HAIR, MOLES, 
Warts, Birth Marks, and all facial blemishes perma- 
nently removed by electrolysis. DR. FOSTER, Electrician, 
Yonge Street Market, 391 Yonge Street. 
Me: THOMAS MOWBRAY 
Architectural Sculptor 
IN STONE AND WOOD 
S86 Yonge Street Arcade 


HOMAS MOFFATT 
Fine Ordered Boots and Shoes 


A good fit guaranteed. Prices moderate. Strictly first-class. 
145 Yonge Street, Toronto 


McCAUSLAND & SON'S 
WALL PAPER 





IMPORTATIONS 


ARE UNEXCELLED FOR VARIETY AND BEAUTY 
OF DESIGN. ALL GRADE AND PRICES 


76 KING STREET WEST 
TORONTO 














|The Home Savings & Loan Co. Ltd. 


OFFICE: 78 CHURCH STREET, TORONTO 


l od 
$500,000 time” “Reasonable rates of lateness 


and terms of repayment. No valuation fee charged. 








HON. FRANK SMITH, JAMES MASON, 
President Manager. 
J. YOUNG 


THE LEADING UNDERTAKER 


347 Yonge Street, Toronto, 
TELEPHONE 679. 





NPY 
PACIFIC Ky. 





EASTER HOLIDAYS 


March 26, 27 and 28 
RETURN TICKETS 


Will be sold between all stations 


EAST OF PORT ARTHUR 


Also Points on Intercolonial Railway 


At One and One-Third Fare 


Good to Return until March 31, 1891. 


SCHOLARS AND TEACHERS 


Will be issued Round Trip Tickets upon presentation of 
Certificate from Principal at above rate, from March 13 to 
27, to return until April 20, 1891. 

























D®: Cc. C, JOB, 74 Pembroke Street 


DENTIST Homeopathist and Medical Electrician 
172 Yonge Street, next door to Simp- Peotorie, Nesal St. ia, Constipation and all aun 


difficult or obscure diseases. 
LADIES—All 4 ente and enlargements of the 
womb cured. wreabnent ecw and pleasant. 


R. SPILSBURY 
210 Huron Street, first door north of College. 
Specialist of Throat, Nose and Ear. Office hours 
—9 to 1] a.m., and 2 to 4 p.m. 


R. YOUNG, L.R.C.P., London, Eng. 
Physician and Surgeon 
Residence 145 College Avenue, Hours 12 til) 
8 p.m., and Sundays. Tel ne 3499. 
@ffice 26 McCaul Street. Hours 9 till 11 a.m., and 
7till9 p.m. Telephone 1685. 


D®: EMILY H. STOWE, 119 CHURCH 
Street. 


Consultation 1 to 5 p.m. In Therapeutics, Electricity 
and Massage a specialty. Telephone 934. 


ONH B. HALL, M.D., 326 and 328 Jarvis 
Street, HOMEOPATHIST 
Specia!ties—Diseases of Children and Nervous Diseases 
of Women. Office hours—11 to 12 a.m. and 4 to 6 p.m. 


son’s Dry Goods Store 













WITHOUT A PLATE 


Best teeth on Rubber, $8.00. Vitalized air for painless 
extraction. Telephone 1476 
C. H. RIGGS, cor. King and Yonge 
DR. MCLAUGHLIN 
DENTIST 


Corner College and Yonge Streets 
Special attention to the preservation of the natural teeth 


HOMEOPATHIC PHARMACY 


394 Yonge Street, Toronto 
Keeps in stock Pure Hommopathic Medicines, in Tinctures. 
Dilutions, and Pellets. Pure Su, of Milk Globules. 
Books and Family Medicine Cases from $1 to $12. Orders 
for Medicines and Books P mptly attended to. Send for 
Pamphlet. D. L. THOMPSON, Pharmacitst. 


JAMES PAPE 
FLORAL ARTIST 


78 Yonge Street, Toronto 
Three doors north of King Street. 
8 ‘ities for Weddings and Evening Parties. Funeral 
Designs on the shortest notice. ~ 





MARRIAGE LICENSES, 


AMUEL J. REEVES, Issuer of Mar- 
riage Lice: 601 Queen Street West, between Port- 
land and Bathurst Streets. Open from 8 a.m. to 10 p.m. 
Residence, 258 Bathurst Street. 


pe LAWSON, Issuer of Marriage 
Ce! 


nses. 
Office, 4 King Street East. 
Evenings at residence, 461 Church Street. 


GE>°. EAKIN, Issuer of Marriage Licenses 
Court House, Adelaide Street 
and 146 Carlton Street 


-: NEW MUSIC -:-: 


No Life Without Love Waltzes 
rice 600 





By Chas. Bohner...... Price 
Reverie Musicale Valse 

By J. C. Swallow...... Price 50c 
Move On Polka 

By Chas. Bohner........ Price 40 
Field Flowers Waliz 

By M. A. Weped....... Price 50c 





Every piece a gem. Ask your dealer 
- for them or order direct from 
the publishers 


WHALEY, ROYCE & CO. 
MUSIC DEALERS 
158 Yonge Street, Toronto 


Artistic - Millinery 
THE FRENCH MILLINERY EMPORIUM 


63 King St. West 
(First floor—opp, Mail Office.) 


Are now prepared to show a complete assortment of Spring 
importations in Flowers, Feathers, Laces, Pattern 
Hats, Bonnets, etc. 


MRS. A. BLACK, we. 


FASHIONABLE DRESSMAKING 

MISS PATON’S rooms are now open and thor. 
oughly equipped with the opring styles and modes. The 
latest French, English and American fashions. An early 
visit and inspection invited. 


Rooms, Golden Lion, R. Walker & Sons, 
35 King Street East 


DRESS AND MANTLE MAKING 


The most stylish designs for the coming season, at 
moderate prices. 


MRS A. JAMES 


153 Richmond Street . - ° 
Between York and Simcoe Streets. apente 


THE SCHOOL OF CUTTING 














Teach’ our New Tailos 
System of Dress and Mantle 
cutting for ladies’ and chil- 
dren’s garments. Perfect 
Bal assured. 
DRESSMAKING 
Our art. Perfection in Fi 
Fashion and Finish. Sp 
attention to Costumes and 
Mantle making. 


MILLINERY 
Lead 


styles. Well as- 
sorted winter stock at reduced 


pr ces. 
4 J.& A. CARTER 
vat 372 Yonge St.,cor. W altom 
Toronto 





Established 1 


DRESSMAKERS’ 
Magic Scale 


The Tailor System of Cut- 
ting Improved and 
Simplified 


COMPLETE IN ONE PIECE 












MISS CHUBB, Gen. Agt. 
Waist Linings and Dresses Cut 


CORSETS 
made to order. Satisfaction guar- 
anteed, P 


426 1-2 Yonge St. 


(Just south of College) 


White Enamel Letters 


FOR WINDOWS 
Caesar Bros.’ Patent. 


The most conspicuous and durable letter in the market. 
Not affected by light and frost. 


Canadian White Enamel Sign Co, 


4 Adelaide Street West, Toronto 
Agents wanted fn every City and Town in Dominion. 


SPRING, 1891 


New Spring Overcoatings, hand- 
some assortment of Trouserings, 
Scotch and Irish Tweed Suitings, 
English and Fancy Worsted Suit- 
ings, Plain and Fancy Cheviot Suit- 
ings, Latest Styles of Fancy Vest- 
ing, and a full assortment of Plain 
and Staple Goods just to hand. 


For the Latest Styles call on 
J. W CHEESEWORTH 


The Leading King Street Tailor, 106 King 
Street West, Toronto 















RAND NATIONAL 
Hack and Cou 
Stables, 108 Mutual dy. 
Handsome turnoute 
with careful drivers 
any time day or night, 


Telephone 2104 


y Arthur M. Bowman. 
Proprietor 





The best is the cheapest. The 
one which will give the most satis- 
faction is the one to purchase. Do 
not be led. Examine all others. 
thoroughly, then call at my ware-. 
house and compare wheels. 


GEO. F. BOSTWICK 


ATKINSON’S 


6 


24 West Front St. - Toronto 
eens 
Dutch Philosophy. e 


Gray hairs vas der silfer li 
yourself on der crown olt ae vat you find 
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Out of Town. 





HAMILTON, 


The first dance given after Lent was Mrs, 
Grant's, last Lyon om | evening, when a very 
jolly time was enjoyed by those present, The 
music was perfect and many new numbers 
spouses on the programme and were well 
played by the orchestra. There were about 
sixty present and among them were Mr. 
and Mrs. Fred Walker, Dr. and Mrs. Reynolds, 
Misses Gartshore, Dunlop, Dewar, Lottridge, 
‘Gillard, Findlay, Briggs, Hoiden, Roach, Hob- 
son, A. Hobson, Mackenzie, Fuller, Mesdames 
MacAdams, Whatley, Birkett, -Mr. and Mrs, 
Beasly, Messrs. Patterson, Gansby, Oxenham, 
Ambey, Bellhouse, Billet, Gartshore, Sandford, 
Young, Hobson, Dr. Osborne, J. Osborne, 
Alexander, Gerard, Logie, Lauder, Garrett, 
The gowns were exceedingly chic and hand- 
some. Mrs. Howse of Whitby y crepe de 
chine; Miss Lilly Grant, white silk and tulle; 
Miss Whatley, cream silk; Mrs. Lottridge, 
a beautiful gown of black satin with white 
brocade and silver ; Miss Lottridge, blue crepe 
de chine; Miss Roach, white and silver; 
Miss Briggs, white silk with silver and 
mauve ribbons; Miss Dewar, crimson net 
with velvet bodice; Miss Fuller, green and 

ink brocade ; Miss Dunlop, = blue silk and 

et; Miss Gillard, white tulle; Miss Hobson, 
white silk; Miss aia pale pink silk; Mrs, 
Reynolds, eau de nile silk ; Mrs. Beasly, yellow 
—_ and lace; Mrs. McAdams, black silk and 
ace. 

Miss Barker, Mr. and Mrs. P. D. Crerar, 
Messrs. Clinch, Stuart, J. Hendrie and W. 
Hendrie, jr., were among the Hamiltonians 
who attended the horse show in Toronto on 
Saturday. 

Mrs, and the Misses Dewar have returned 
home after visiting friends in Toronto for the 
last two months, - 

Miss Domville of St. Johns’, N. B., is the 
guest of Mrs. Domville, her aunt, King street 


east. 

Mr. J. E. O'Reilly, his mother and daughter, 
have returned from Nassau, all very much im- 
proved in health, and are charmed with life in 
the Bahamas. 

Miss Aylwyn is the guest of Mrs. Ridley. 

Prof. O Brien has spent the last two weeks 
in New York studying matters musical and 
operatic. 

The annual meeting of the Royal Hamilton 
Yacht Club was held on Saturday evening. 
This being the first the officers were elected, 
and one of the most pleasant of the duties per- 
formed was a presentation of a steerer’s wheel 
in gold, wNh a crown of diamonds in the 
center, underneath it being a maple leaf and 
anchor in blue and white enamel, to their 
worthy commodore, Senator Sanford, who has 
interested himself a great dealinthe club. He 
made a fitting reply, and was much astonished 
by the oa it being a genuine sur- 
prise. The club has now over six hundred 
members, and yachting is,in all probability, 
the favorite sport for this summer. 

Mrs. Frank Mackelcan was presented with a 
beautiful chain bangle from the Osgoode Legal 
and Literary Society of Toronto, after singing 
for them last Friday evening, at Convocation 
Hall where they held a debate. 

Miss Marie Tempest again drew large audi- 
ences to witness her fascinating performances 
of oe and Carmen. She was in capital 
voice both nights and was as_ piquant 
and bewitching and mischievous as ever, and 
simply captivated her audiences, who brought 
ther before the curtain after each act. Among 
those who enjoyed listening to this charming 
artiste were: Mr. and Mrs. Bruce, Miss Bruce, 
Dr. and Mrs. Ridley, Miss Ambrose, Mrs, 
Ridley, Mrs. MacLaren, Mrs. Gibb, Miss How- 
ard, Mr. Gansby, Miss Duncan, Miss Kerr, Mr. 
and Mrs. Hendrie, the Misses Hendrie, Mr. 
and Mrs, Frank Mackelcan, Miss Dunlop, Mr. 
and Miss Mills, Miss Doolittle, Mr. Wilcox, 
Mr. and Mrs. Ramsay, Mrs. Frank Wanzer, 
Mrs, and Miss Fuller, Mr, and Mrs. R. Skin- 
mer, Mr. and Mrs. Hamilton, Mr. and Mrs, 
Connsell and many cthers, 

Mrs. MacLaren of Oak Bank gave a small 
tea on Monday in honor of Mrs. Gibb of To- 
ronto, who is her guest. 

Mr. J. Y. Osborne and Mr. W. Hendrie, jr., 
attended the Grenadiers’ third assembly, last 
Thursday evening. 

Miss Alice and Beatrice Walker were At 
Home to their many young friends last Friday 
afternoon, from four to six. SYLVIA, 


The Haslam Vocal Soejety 


SIXTH SEASON—1890-91 
Under W. ELLIOTT HASLAM, Musical Director and 
Conductor. 


SECOND CONCERT 
Pavilion, Thursday Evening, April 30 
CHORUS OF ONE HUNDRED 
Specially selected trained voices in unaccompanied p art 
songs, assisted by the following most Guineel entitle : 
HERR ANDREAS DIPPEL, the great tenor of the Metro- 

are ous. House, New York. 
MYRON W. WHITNEY, Boston, the world-renowned basso. 
MLLE. FLAVIE VAN DEN HENDE, New York, violin- 
cellist of the Christine Neilson and Theodore Thomas 
Concert companies. 

Reserved seats $1. Admission £0c. 

Plan of hall will be open to the public at Mesers. Nord- 
theimer’s, on Monday, April 27, at 10 o'clock. 
TORONTO TUESDAY, APRIL 21 

PAVILION 
CLEMENTINA DE VERE 
(Firet appearance this season.) 
VOCAL ME. HAROLD JARVIS 
W. EDWARD BUCK 
Musical Director. 
Plan now open at Messrs. Nord- 
SOCK ly heimers, King Street East. 
Reserved seats, 50>. and $1. 
H. BOURLIER, Hon. Sec.-Treas. 
BROWN’S, 110 YONGE STREET 
Oxydized Card Cases, Match Safes, Car 
Ticket Boxes, Bon Bon Boxes, 
Shopping Tablets 


Look for Progressive Euchre Presents 
Just the things for Progrescive Euchre Parties 








The young Austrian violinist. 
AT 











HE whlole year will be bright if you make your rooms 


bright with the very 


showing this season. An immense selection. 


ELLIOTT & SO 


Hints on 





Naughty Girl. 
The Professor—Dii you ever read that ro- 
mantic old novel, The Children of the Abbey ? 
Miss Ingenue— Why, I didn’t know an Abbe 
ever had Children ! 


~— MeKBNDRY'S 


6 Doors North of Queen 





















ae Klegant and Charming 


Richly Tinted Fine French Delaines in delightful and exclusive eftects. The latest 
Paris Novelties shown by The Bon Marche. 


FRENCH COSTUME DRESSES 


Enchanting Designs and exceedingly rich materials, the choicest and most capti- 
vating styles yet imported. 


mer FASCINATING FRENCH SATEENS 


A wonderful blending of delicate colorings, really masterpieces, possessing art- 
istic merit. 


7 COUNTLESS ATTRACTIONS IN KID AND SILK GLOVES 


Innumerable makes, from the modest 4-button to the long 32-button that reaches 
the shoulder. 


(je DAINTILY EMBROIDERED HANDKERCHIEFS 


Thousands of designs. A host of styles. The most fastidious can be pleased in 
this department. 


Mey And Hundreds of other Lines of Choice Goods AT 
. - IRRESISTIBLY LOW PRICES ae. 


ALL NEXT WEEK AT THE 
BON MARCHE - - 7&9 King Street East 


RETIRING FROM BUSINESS) THE MART 
N. ROONEY 


Mr. J. J. Dillon and Associate 
Having decided to retire from the dry goods business, now offers his 


British Artists 
BY AUCTION, WITHOUT RESERVE 

LARGE WHOLESALE STOCK(™ “42 57 King Street East 
FOR SALE BY RETAIL Monday, 20th, and Tuesday, 21st Insts. 
The stock comprises Commencing at 17 pe. Ba important and 

le Li , Tablecloths, Napkins, T llings, Towels, Plain | TJ‘ ° 
ie Embroidered ‘Handkerchiefs, Lace Curtains, White High Class Pietures 
and Embroidered Quilts, Black Silks, Black Cash- 


meres, Black Crapes, Sheetings, Pillow 
Linens, Pillow Cottons, Ete., Etc. 
our hands. 


Will be sold off in small lots by 
On view SATURDAY, 18th, and morning of the sale. 


RETAIL AT WHOLESALE PRICES) irs ce scr, sete 


Such tunity of buying really First-Class Goods at LOW PRICES seldom occurs. ; 
Ton goods eo all new and a, being this season’s importation from the best European FR EE With every dozen of our 


manufacturers. egg a I — . pe 

size Orayon Picture o 

N. ROON EY * . 62 Yonge Street Portrait yourself. Satisfactory 

; expression and artistic 

= ose are some of the 
Crayon atures of my work. 

’ PHOTOGRAPHIC 

LYON'S STUDIO 


Cor. Yonge and Gerrard Streets 


Fathers = = 


and 


= = Mothers 


Maybe that boy of yours would be 
the better of a new suit of clothes? 
If so, no better place than this to 

















The natty spring colors are dotted 
over the store I:ke flowers on a 
sunny day. How bright and cheer- 
ful 202 is to do your buisness in, not 
a dull or a dark spot in the store. 


UNDERWEAR 


The ladies should all know by this 
time that we are selling Page’s 
underwear for ladies and children. 
We have a fitting room in the de- 
partment, and Page’s old customers 
will find the same reliable goods 
sold by that firm at a great deal 
lower prices. We can’t let anyone 
get us into the old rut of long 
profits, we must have the latest, 
newest goods at the lowest ordinary 


 MILLINERY 


When we say we have the very 
finest Millinery show room in Can- 
ada we only reiterate what thou- 
sands of ladies have told us. No 
prettier, brighter place can be con- 
ceived in which to choose the head 
wear for spring. Pattern bonnets 
direct from Parisis a leading feature, 
at lest than half the prices usually 
charged for such goods. 


MANTLES 


Short Jackets we have in great 
variety and ¢o low in price that you 
might think the goods common, but 
not so. Examine the quality and 
you’il see McKendry’s prices trans- 
form the appearance of things and 
point out to you how much more 
you’ve been paying than you ought. 
Letter orders receive the personal 
attention of the firm, and are sure 
to receive proper attention. If you 
can’t come write to 


McKENDRY'S 


202 YONGE STREET 


6 Doors North of Queen 


STAUNTON & 00 


Pay us a visit and see our 
NEW designs in Hangings and 
Decorations. Here you will 
see ALL GRADES from the 
HIGHEST CLASS of Relief Dec- 
orations to the cheaper grades 


Our Window Shades and 
Room Mouldings invite your 
critical inspection. 









forwarded directly from the artiste’ studios and comprising 
works by exhibitors in the Royal Academy, the Salon, 
Paris; the Albert Gallery, Edinburgh ; Liverpool Art Gal- 
lery, Royal Hibernian Academy, etc. 

These popular sales are now well known and appreciated, 
and we have pleasure in commending to special notice the 
present collection, which is the most excellent yet placed in 














THE 
APEX 
or 
Musical Art Manufacture 
Is THE 


MASON & RISCH 


- PIANO = 
























—— : a he ti int 8 of 
wT te abt aimniyainaigsas su ply be vane. a 
4 l stoc arge an styles e 
4 King Street West THE MASON & RISCH PIANO newest, selection should be easy 
Forms the apex and crowning point of the Musical Pyramid of Canadian here. 

Manufacture. P 

__ Manufactory, 950 Yonge Street 950 Yonge Street We claim to have rescued the Canadian piano from reproach, and by skill and persever. 522 2 — Sa TORONTO 
sig ance to have made an instrument . Queen » wae 






Cor. Hackney Street 


JNO. M. McFARLANE & C0. 


No. 16 King Street East 


THE ADMIRATION OF MUSICIANS AT HCME AND ABROAD 






WHOS YOUR £ 


TOR aA II 


SPW hia) 





THE BROAD BASE OF MERIT 


Upon which the reputation of our Piano rests consists of their unsurpassed 
BEAUTY OF ELASTICITY OF CHASTE ELEGANCE OF EXTRAORDINARY 
TONE TOUCH DESIGN DURABILITY 


HEAD OFFICE: 82 KING STREET WEST, TORONTO 


IMPORTANT AND ATTRACTIVE AUC- 
TION SALE 


OF 
EZELEGANT AND VALUABLE 


Household Furniture 


COMPRISING 

Upright Mahogany Pianoforte (new), Cot- 
tage Piano, Handsome Crimson Draw- 
ing-room Suite, Fancy Tables, Easels, 
Brie-a-Brac and Ornaments, Valuable 
Oil Paintings and Steel amaraeanes, 
Faney Chairs, Sideboard and Dining- 
room Furniture, Elegant Silver and 
Platedware, China, Glassware and 
Table Napery, Latest Improved Gas 
Stove with hot water connection 
Cooking Utensils, Kitehen Sideboa 
and Furniture, White and Tennesee 
Marble -topped Bedroom Suites, Hand- 
some Cherry Bedroom Suite, Mat- 

WITH tresses and large quantity Bedding, 


PRE, Hutt ein etn ad 
aluable Books, Brussels, on an 
; SHAFTS Tapestry Carpets, Chenille Portiers, 
a = Lace Curtains and Poles, Handsome 
ee ss ws Chandeliers and Gas Fixtures, Garden 

5 : Tools and Hose, 
Entirely new. Elegant in style and finish. The finest | everytning to be sold without reserve, at the residence cf 


trap made for doctors and ladies. R. G. Wilkie, 661 Spadina Avenue 
° 


CHARLES BROWN & CO. |tuesaay, apri 28 


. SALE AT O'CLOCK 
6 Adelaide Street East, Toronto INO. M. oan & CO., Auctioneers. 


* e 


J & J. LUGSDIN 


THE LEADING 


Sater ae are’ CHARLES BROWN & CO'S PARK PHARTON 


daitoninaelt The Only Two-Wheeler that is a Suecess in Every Way 
MM BODY AND SPRINGS 


HAVE 


















SS (SS SS 


House 
Cleaning 


No Connection 








choice WALL PAPERS we are 


94 and 96 
Bay Street 
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TORONTO SATURDAY NIGHT. 


NEW SPRING DRESS GOODS 


“XELS. Morison &Co. 


216 AND 218 YONGE 


STREET 


HAVE PREPARED 


I500 SPRING JACKETS 


In séveral lots from $2.75 upwards to $5,00 each, worth double this price and more. — 
Ladies desirous of getting real bargains should not fail to inspect them, and will doubtless 


be suited, 


We also wish to draw attention to our excellent assortment of 


SILKS, DRESS GOODS, &e. 


Among which we are showin 
at only 50 cents per yard, double width. 


an All-Wool Tweed in the most fashionable colors and designs 


DRESSMAKING OUR SPECIALTY 


H. S. MORISON & CO. 


216 and 218 Yonge Street. 


Books and Magazines. 


No. 295 of the Leisure Hour Library (F. M. 
Lupton, publisher, New York) is Cooper’s 
Leather Stocking Tales complete. Readers 
of standard fiction may thus procure Fenni- 
more Cooper's five best novels for the reason- 
able sum of fifty cents. 


Bank Chat for March is interesting with the 
editor’s serial and its other features. 


Messrs. John W. Lovell & Co. of Montreal 
have issued a book interesting to Montrealers, 
An Historical Report and Census of the City 
of Montreal and its Suburbs. 


Belfords Magazine for April contains a 
complete novel, Slipnots, by Jeanette H. Wal- 
worth. The Carnival at Nice is another inter- 
esting contributién. Mr. Arthur Grundy of 
Ottawa has a poem entitled Show Us What 
You Are. The other articles are interesting. 


The chief attraction for Canadians in the 
current number of the New England Maga- 
zine is W. Blackburn Harte’s article on 
Canadian Art and Artists, which will be dealt 
with elsewhere. By far the most interesting 
paper, however, is Reminiscences of an Egoist, 
= lished anonymously. The writer probably 
ives in Boston. At any rateit has the genuine 
Massachusetts smack. It resembles in style 
many papers which have appeared in the At- 
lantic and is rer humorous. Living Electri- 
cians is a well illustrated paper. The poetry 
and fiction are good, as are the articles on mis- 
cellaneous subjects. 


Haslam Vocal Society. 


The Haslam Vocal Society have engaged the 
celebrated tenor, Herr Dippel, of the Metropol- 
itan Opera House, New York, to take the 
place of Mile. De Vere at its concert on April 30. 
Of this artist the American paper sspeak in the 
highest terms, and he has been engaged tosing 
the leeding tenor parts at the great festival in 
New York. The other artists engaged are 
Myron W. Whitney of Boston, the world re- 
nowned basso, and Mile. Flavie Van Den Hende 
of New York, violincellist. The programme 
to be rendered by the society is of special ex- 
cellence, and, together with the solo numbers, 
will combine to make the concert one of the 
successes of the season. 


Messrs. Oliver, Coate & Cc. will sell by auc- 
tion without reserve on Monday and Tuesday 
next a collection of high c’ass pictures by 
Mr, J. J. Dillon and other British artists. As 
this sale will comprise pictures exhibited in 
the Royal Academy and at European salons 
intending purchasers will find it worth while 
to attend, 

ee a = mn 


Out of Town. 


ORANGEVILLE. 

The third annual assembly of the bachelors of 
Orangeville took place in the Town Hall recent- 
ly. It was an elaborate affair and proved the 
event of the season. About one hundred and 
fifty guests were present. The arrangements 
were in charge of an energetic committee and 
nothing was left undone to ensure the success 
of the gathering and the pleasure and comfort 
of the guests. The hall was tastefully decor- 
ated, the music inspiring, the menu all that 
could be desired, and the costumes were both 
elegant and costly. Dancing was commenced 
about ten o’clock and was continued until four 
a.m. Mr. A. G. McKenney acted as honorary 
secretary, and the committee in charge of the 
affair was composed as follows: Messrs. W. 
Wallace, William Fleming, J. C. Browne, Phil, 
Smyth, T. Dower, A. H. Turnbul), H. Sweeney. 
W. H. Hill, Charles Brown, G. L. Aiken, 
P. G. Bauch, Edward Thompson, and H. Fer- 
guson. The lady patronesses were : Mesdames 
Fleming, Aiken, Bauch, Robertson, Ferguson, 
and Thompson. 

The following is the guest list: Misses Lily 
Ray, Tessie Smyth, and Hickey, Messrs. W. E. 
Davidson, C. A. Davies, W. J. Cunnington, W. 
Hassard, Alfred Wood of the Mail, A. Hall, 
Albert Machon, J. E. Firth, H. W. Briggs. M. 
J. Duboies, H. C. Coates of Toronto, Miss Milla 
White of Hamilton, Miss Laura Milloy of Pres- 
ton, Mrs. Wheeler, Mr. W. Galbraith of George- 
town, Mr. W. P. Ryan of Brampton, Mr. H. 
Campbell of Owen Sound, Miss V. McMorris of 
Erin, Misses Mary McEneany, Alice McEneany, 
Annie E, Colter, Jessie McMillan, Kate Mc- 
Eneany and Maggie McMillan, Messrs. J. J. 
McEneany and Arch, McMillan of Cataract, 
Miss Bench, Messrs, M. J. Bench anu Francis 
Bench of Camilla, Misses Nellie Witter and 
Mary Witter, Mr. EK. Thompson of Shelburne, 
Mr. and Mrs. H, Ferguson, Mr, and Mrs. Geo. 
Aiken, Mr. and Mrs. W. T. Armstrong, Mr. 
and Mrs, P, J. Bench, Mr. and Mrs. Robt. Irwin, 
Mr. and Mrs. J. C. Browne, Mr. and Mrs. J. H. 
Sutherland, Mr. and Mrs. J. J. Gahan, Mrs. 
Wm. Fleming, Mrs. B. McGuire, sr., Miss 
Christian, Miss Moody, Miss Grace Grey, Miss 
Hughes, Miss Austin, Miss Martha Hill, Miss 
Ada Hill, Miss Emma Mann, Miss Jean Mann, 
Miss Caldwell, Miss Irving, Miss A. McGuire, 
Miss Dolan, Miss MacMillan, Miss Thomas, 
Miss Florence Henry, Miss Gertie Irvine, Miss 
E. Riley, Miss A. Fisher, Miss Ralph, Miss 
Stevens, Messrs. A. G. McKenney, W. Wallace, 
T. Donner, P. Smyth, H. Sweeney, Charles 
Brown, Fred. Ritchie, W. H. Hill, Jos. Hill, 
Alex. Mann, T. T. Paul, R. J. McConnell, Jas. 
Henry, Fred. Elliott, W. McKennedy, R. 
Shields, R. J. Hughes, W. Hughes, Wm. Mc- 
Kim, Robt. Robinson, Thos. Robinson, T. J. 
Bennett, J. Hulse, W. M. Armstrong, H. Gil- 
lespie, Duncan Moody, W. W. Bradley, and 
F. J. bradley of Orangeville: 


Ain’t It. 

Dhere vas a much pblaindy happiness in der 
vorld but not much many fellers cood got dheir 
share of it. 

Olt Fadder Time makes round his vheels und 
sets efe ting right side up vat hann’t been 
down side left. 


son. 
BROWN—At Toronto, on April 5, Mrs. W. G. Brown—a 


DENTISTRY. 


A. RISK 


Graduate and Medallist of Royal College of 
Dental Surgeons. 


First-class patronage solicited. 
Over ‘The Bell,” 86 Yonge St., near King 
Open cvenings. 
G L. BALL, DENTIST 
. Honor Graduate of Session ’83 and ’84. 
Tel. 2266 
Tel. 3821 


Philadelphia ; 


74 Gerrard Street East, Toronto. 


D® CAPON 
12 Cariton Street 

L.D.S., Toronto (Gold Medal); D.D.S., 

M.D.S., New York. 


W-™:- MILLS, L.D.S., D.D.S., Dentist 


North Cor. Yonge and Albert Streets. Entrance 4 Albert 
Street, Toronto. 


D® J. FRANK ADAMS, Dentist 
325 College Street 
Telephone 2278. TORONTO 
R. A. F. WEBSTER, Dental Surgeon 
Gold Medalist in Practical Dentistry R. 0. D. S. 
Office—N. E. cor. Yonge e and Bloor, Toronto. 


G. ADAMS 
DENTIST 
346 Yonge St.; entrance, No. 1 Elm St. Tel. No. 2064. 





The Cradle, the Altar and the Tomb 
Births. 
SANFORD—At Statenborough, Barrie, on the 11th inst., 
the wife of S. J. Sanford—a daughter. 
MILNE—At Toronto, on April 8, Mre. J. A. Milne—a 
daughter. 
DEWAR—At Pickering, on April 8, Mrs. Dewar, Chippa- 


wa—a son. 
TATE—At Toronto, on March 26, Mrs. Wallis C. Tate—a 


son. 

LITSTER—At Toronto, on April 5, Mrs. T. H. Litster—a 
daughter. 

PUTTER—At Toronto, on April 5, Mrs. T. Alfred Potter 
—a daughter. 

WOOD—At Port Colborne, on April 6, Mrs. E. C. F. Wood 
—a son. 

WATSON—At Toronto, on March 12, Mre. J. H. Watson 
—& son. 

CLARRY—At Toronto, on April 5, Mrs. H. E. Clarry—a 
son. 

GEDDES—At Edinburgh, Scotland, on March 26, Mrs. 
Thomas Geddes—a son. 

HENDERSON—At Biggleswade, England, on April 2, 
Mrs. W. P. Henderson—a son. 

McARTHUR—At Toronto, on March 31, Mrs. M. L. S. 
McArthur—twins, son and daughter. 

GORDON—At Toronto, on April 10, Mrs. H. H. Gordon— 


Thomas - a daughter. 

SANKEY—At Toronto, on April 10, at Mrs. Villiers 
Sankey—a son. 

HARCOURT—At Toronto, on April 10, Mrs. E. H. Har- 
court—a son. 

WILLIS—At Port Hope, on April 10, Mrs. John L. Willis 
—a son. 


& son. 
THOMAS— At London, Ont., on April 10, Mrs. W. @. 


Marriages. 

MARTIN—HAMILTON—At Hamilton, on April 7, Kir- 
wan Martin to Mabel Frances Hamilton, second daughter 
of the Lord Bishop of Niagara. 

CAMPBELL—HASSARD- On April 8, A. E. Campbell 
to Alice Hassard. 

CLISSOLD—SPURGEON—At Toronto, on April 9, Mal- 
colm R. Clissold to Ella Spurgeon. 

McFAUL—McCABE—At Toronto, on April 8, W. B. 
McFaul to Mary E. T. McCabe. 

STILES—BRADSHAW—At Toronto, on April 7, Edgar 
Filmore Stiles to Louisa Jane Bradshaw. 

MITTLEBURGER—SOMERS—On April 8, 
Mittleburger to Clara Somers. 

HALL—WALLACE—At Waubaushene, on April 6, G. F. 
Hall to Marion Wallace. 

BROWNE—CHRISTIE—At Toronto, on April 13, Hume 
D. Browve to Edna Petrie Christie. ; 

BOULTON—HARMS—At Horsham, Sussex, Eng., on 
March 31, Alexander Claude Foster Boulton to Florence 
Marian Harms. 

ROBERTS—MARSH—At Mason City, Iowa, on April 8, 
Frank Roberts to Carrie Isabel Marsh. 

INGE—SAMS—At St. Jude’s South Kensington, on April 
2, by Rev. the Provost of Worcester College, Oxford, 
brother of the bridegroom, John Walter Inge, Lieutenant 
Colonel, Royal Horse Artillery, son of the late Rev. Charles 
Inge, Benn Hill, Leicestershire to Carrie J. Sams, daughter 
of Philip Vavasor Robin of Toronto, Canada, widow of 
Charles Hamilton Sams, Lieutenant Colonel 64th Regiment. 


Deathr, 

GREEN—At Toronto, on April 8, William Green, aged 
40 years. 

WIDGERY—At Toronto, on April 9, William Moss Wid- 
gery, aged 56 years. 

WALKER—At Toronto, on April 9, Lewis Leslie Walker, 
aged 47 years. 

MITCHELL—At Springfield on the Credit, on April 9, 
Charles Mitchell, aged 89 years. 

GUNDY—At Toronto, on April 7, George Samuel, infant 
son of Frederick and Maude Gundy. 

MACGREGOR—At Elora, on April 7, Jane Macgregor, 

d 88 years. 

SKELDING—At Scarboro’ Village, on April 7, Elizabeth 
Skeiding, aged 74 years. 

BEHRENS—At Washington, on April 1, Percival Beh- 
rens, aged 1 year. 

McLEAN—At Vellore, on March 29, John Mclean, aged 
42 years. 

MAGEE--At Napanee, on April 4, John J. Magee, B.A, 
aged 47 years, 


George B. 


Aa 


15 Cases Now to Hand 
PLAIN AND FANCY TWEHEDS 


In Checks, Polka Dots, Cheviots and Sncwflakes, at 70c, 76c, 90c, $1.16, $1.26 


INCH VIGOREAN SUITINGS 


Newest Shades of Fawns and Grays at 6Cc and 765c; Extra Wide, $1.60 


The Largest and Most Elegant Display of Fine French Delaines 


In the city, 85c and 46c. -All newest shades in SILK VELVETS AND VELVETEENS. 
The latest Foreign Novelties in Black and Mourning Dress Goods, 


Styles shown only by ourselves, 


R. WALKER & SONS 


88, 35 and 37 King Street Kast ~ - 


THOMPSON—At Galt, on April 7, William Thompson, 
aged 46 years. 

BURGESS—At Mimico, on April 12, William Burgess, 
sen., aged 82 years. 

SCARFE—At Brantford, on April 11, W. J. Scarfe, aged 


47 years. 
MIDDLETON—At Toronto, Joseph Middleton, aged 26 


ears. 
: MacDOUGALL—At Bowmanville, on April 10, Jennett 
MacDougall, aged 81 years. 

PRINGLE—At Toronto, on April 8, Florence Van Igen 
Pringle. 

ELLIOTT—At Toronto, on April 10, Elizabeth Elliott. 

MITCHELL—At Toronto, on April 10, Ethel Audrene, 
infant daughter of William E. and Sara Mitchell. 

HAYNES—At Toronto, on April 2, Hampton Goodman 
Haynes, aged 4 months. 

WILSON At San Francisco, on March 28, Robert Wilson. 

WELLS—At Eversley, Joseph Wells, aged 93 years. 

CRAIG—At Toronto, on April 11, Nora Helen Craig,aged 
4 dave. 

CONRON—At Barrie, on April 11, Rev. M. B. Conron, 

GOLDRING—At Toronto, William Goldring, aged 79 


ears. 

<§ ieee Thornhill, on Apri! 9, Colonel A. Arnold, 
87 years. 

CRYSLER—At Toronto, on April 10, Wm. H. Crysler, 


aged 38 years. 
LITTLE—On April 9, Francis Eric Little, aged 3 years. 
OLIVER—On April 10, Jeannie A. Oliver. 


SIMCOE 


PUMPKIN 
CANNING CO.’S 


MAKES DELICIOUS 


PUMPKIN PIES 


This Young Man’s Occupation is Gone 


And our machines are now cleaning the costly carpets and 
fine rugs for the ladies of Toronto. 

SPECIAL.—We would like the ladies to .: us a call and 
see how the work isdone. Our business is strictly carpet 
cleaning, fitting, laying, etc., so that we give our whole 
time and attention to the work. Open all the year. Capa- 
city 3,000 yards daily. Grease spots removed when ordered 
to doso only. Orders called for aad returned to any part 
of the city. We havea special moth-proof room for stor- 
ing carpets. Parties going to the country may leave them 
with us until their return. Send for price list. We have 
in stock Mealey’s Mcth-proof Carpet Lining and Excelsior 
Stair Pads. 

Orders taken at 170 King Street West, 358} Yonge Street, 
873 Spadina Avenue, 432 Queen Street West, 1,412 Queen 
Street West, Parkdale. 


The Toronto Carpet Cleaning Works 


Head Office 44 Lombard Street. tn 2686. 
A. 8. PFEIFFER & HOUGH BROS., Props. 


Rasy and Other Chairs 


Drawing and Dining-Rooms Suites, 
Parlor, Office, Study and 
Other Furniture 


These gests are manufactured by me, and are adapted to 
she requirements of home and places of business. I keepa 
stock, also make to order. olstering is a specialty 
both in design, quality of and richness of color. 


WELLINGTON STOTT 
170 King Street West - 


Paaaad 


61 King Street East, oppesite Toronte Street 





Toronto 


18, 20 and 22 Colborne Street 


REMOVAL 


We beg to announce to our patrons and the public generally that, 
owing to our warerooms at 117 King Street West being destroyed by 
fire, we have opened out new warerooms at 


89 KING STREET WEST 


where we shall be pleased to meet our friends. 

We have stocked those large and commodious premises with an 
entirely new stock of Pianos of the latest and most elegant designs 
from our factory, West Toronto Junction, and respectfully solicit in- 


tending’ purchasers and others to call and examine them. 


prepared to offer 


We are 


Special Bargains for the Next 80 Days 


Thanking the public for their liberal patronage in the past, and 
soliciting a continuance of same in the future, we remain, 


Respectfully, 


HEINTZMAN & CO. 


P. S.—Those Pianos are entirely new, 
destroyed by the fire. 


89 Kinc Street WEst. 


our stock at 117 King Street West being completely 


BUY THE 


Celebrated Lehigh Valley 


COAL 


FROM THE 


ONTARIO COAL CO. 


GENERAL OFFICE : 


THE OWEN 


ELECTRIC BELT 


AND APPLIANCE CO. 


Head Office - . . Chicago, Ml, 


Incorporated June 17, 1887, with a Cash 
Capital of $60,000 


-~ 
Mr) Pee 
U . oN / 
RIE 
71 King Street West, Toronto, Ont. 


G. C. PATTERSON, Manager for Canada 

Dr. A. Owen, after years of experiment and study, has 
given to the world an Electric Belt that has no equal in 
this or any other country. Fully covered by patents. 

RAEUMATISM 
is found wherever man is found, and it does not respect 
age, sex, color, rank or occupation. 

Medical science has utterly failed to afford relief in 
rheumatic cases. Although electricity has only been in 
use as a remedial agent for a few years, it hus cured more 
cases of Rheumatism than all other means combined. 

Our treatment is a mild, continuous galvanic current, ae 
generated by the Owen Electric Body Battery, which may 
be applied directly to the affected parts. 


WOMEN 

The Owen Electric Belt is par excellence the woman’s 
friend, for ite merits are equal as a preventive and curative 
for the many troubles peculiar to her sex. It ie nature’s 
cure. 

The following are among the diseases cured by the u 
ot THE OWEN ELEOCTRIO BELTS: : . 
Rheumatism Disease of the Chest 
Neuralgia Spermatorrhea 
Dyspepsia Impotency 
Sciatica Sexual Exhaustion 
Lumbago 


Paralysis 
General Debility Spinal Diseases 
Liver Complaint ervous Complaints 
Kidney Disease 


Urinary Diseases 
Female Complainte General Ill-Health 
CHALLENGE. 
We oa the world to show an Electric Belt where 
the current is under the control of the patient as com- 
peetely.s0 ie, We ~~ pe = oe: be a on an infant 
we use on a gian im jw f 
cells. The ordinary tele one on 80. ties he sone 
WE ALWAYS LEAD AND NEVER FOLLOW 
Other belte have been in the ioarket for five and ten 
ears longer, but to-day there are more Owen Belts manu- 
red and sold than all other makes combined. The 
csttana teamioee Seteematin i 
rons ing inform m regarding the cure of 
acute, CHRONIC and NERVOUS DISEASES please in- 
close SIX (6) CENTS and write for Illustrated 
THE OWEN ELECTRIC BELT CO. 
Tl King Street Weat, Toronto. Ont. 


Mention this paper. 


Esplanade, Foot of Church Street. 


BRANCH OFFICES: 728 Yonge Street, 10 Kin 
Street West and Subway, Corner Bathurst Street an 


Street East, Queen 
Cc. P. R’v 


OAK HALL 


Particular attention has 
been given to our Boys’ Suits 
this year. As a result we 
have now on hand such a 
diversity of styles and. pat- 
terns as has never before 


| been placed before the public 


INSPECTION INVITED 


OAK HALL 


THE GREAT 
ONE-PRICE CLOTHING HOUSE 


115, 117, 119, 121 King St. East 


Toronto 


W. RUTHERFORD - - Manager 





